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For aching heads, what charming zal volatile! (äs) 


p R OL O G U E. 


Written by M Garrick. 


A School for Scandal el me, I beſeech yor, 
Needs there a ſchool, this madiſh art to tea b 
No need of leſſons now—the knowing think 
We might as well be taught ts eut and drink: 
Caus'd by a dearth of ſcandal, ſhould the vapours 
Diſtreſs our fair-ones, let them read the papers ; 
Their powerful mixtures ſuch difor ders bit, 
Crave what they will, there's quantum fufficit. 

« Lord!” cries my Lad) Worm cod, 0 200 lorbes 

tattle, 

And puts much ſult and pepper in. her rattle} 
Juſt risn at noon, all night at cards, when threjſhing 
Strong tea and ſcandal—tl:ſs me, how ref! efbing 4 
© Give me the papers, Liſp —how bold and free! (ps) 7 
% Laſt night Lord TL. (ſips) was caught with Lady D 


28 


« If Mrs. B. will till continue flirting, | - 
Me hope ſbe ll draw, or we'll undraw, e cur tain, 
Hine, ſatire, poz ! in public all abuſe it; | 
is But, by ourſelves, (lips) our praiſe we can ö, refuſe it, 
6s Now, Liſp, read yous—tbere, at that dafh and 
— 
« Yes, Ma'am—4 certain ford had beſt beware, 
« Who lives not twenty miles rom Greſve nor- 
quare * 


« For heulll; Lady V. find were IP | 


* 


% Wormwood 7s Bitter. Ob! that's me—the 


| « villain! _ 
« Throw it behind the fire, DE newer more 
Let that wile paper come within my door.” 
Thus at our friends we laugh, who feel the 457 3 
To reach our feelings we ourſelves muſt ſmart, 
Is our young bard ſo young, to think that he 
Can flop the full ſpring-tide of caluniny ? 
Knows be the world fo little, and its trade ?. 
Alas ! the devil's ſooner rais'd than laid, - 
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PROLOGUE. 


89 flirong, ſo ſwift the monſter, there's no gagging ; 3 
Cut Sranial's head off ill the Pa is wagging, 


Fraud of your ſmiles, once lawiſh!y eftow'd, 
Again our young Don Quixote takes the road; 
To jhew his pratitude, he draws his pen, 


And ſeeks this bydra, [cardal, in its den; 
From his fell gripe the frighted fair to ſuve—— 
7 be ſhould fall, ih' attempt muſt pleaſe the brave. 


For your applauſe, all perils he would through ; 
He'll fi ht=that's write—a cawvaliero true, 


Till ev ” drop 225 blood that's ink—is telt, for you. 3 


Maria, - we 


vir Oliver Surface, Mr. VanDERME Kr, 


Joſeph Surface, - Mr. CLincn, 


"bales, | „ 
Crabtree, - Mr. Moss, 

Sir Benjamin backbite, - Vir. SPARKS, 
Rowley, = - Mr. Dawsox, 
Sit Toby Bumper, Mr. Owexsox, 

E Moles, e an 2m Mr. REMINGTON, 5 

Oareleſs, = e : 


Trip, - = M. G. Dawson, 
ll: e 


W Oo M E N. 


Mrs. Lys TEA, 
Miſs ScRa cg, 


* 7 


Lady Sneerwell, „ Mrs. Hiirur; 
| Mrs, Candour, = 


Mrs. .SPARKS, | 


DRAMATIS PERSONE. 
N 2 N. 
Sir Peter Teazle, 155 Mr. vors, 


Snake. That's in as fine a train as your Ledyſtip 


could wiſh ; in the cominon couiſe of things. I'think 


it mult reach Mrs. Clacket's ears within twenty-fout 


— and then the — you, know, is as good as 
e. 


L. Sneerwell. Why | es, Mrs. Clacket bas talents, 


and a preat deal of induſtry. 
Snake. True, Madam, and has been tolerably ſuc- 


ceſstul in her day; to my knowledge ſhe has been the 
cauſe of tix matches being broken off, and three ſons + || 

diſinherited ; of tour faxced elopemegts, as many cloſe , 
confinements, nine ſeparate. maintenances, and two di- 
 vorces —nay. | have more than once traced her Cau- | 


ting + a tete a tit; in the Te own and Ceuntry Magazine, 
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SCHOOL ros SCANDAL, 
A C 1 1 fl 
8 CE NE Lady SnerawelL's Houſe, ll 1 | 
5 Lady suzzawzan and Swat diſoveredat a tea table. 1 tit 
lady Suskuw III. 1 il 
n E paragraphs, you ſay, Mr. Brake, were all 147 
$rake, They were, Madam ; and as 1 copied them WAG 
_ myſelf in a "x Mate hand, there can de no fuſpicion 4s 
from whence they came. 1 
I. Sneerwel!, Did you circulate the report of Lady 1 1 
Britile's intrigue with captain Boaſtall ? F 
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when the parties never ſaw one another before | in the 


4 — 


L. Sneerwell. Wby Ves, ſhe has genius, but her 
manner is too groſe. 

Snake. True, Madam; the FR a fine tongue, and 
a bold invention ; but then; her colouring | is tao dark, 

and the onntlines rather too extravagant ; ſhe wants that 
cticaty of hint, and mellownels of {neer, which dit. 
N your ladyſhip's ſcandal. 

L. Sneerwell. You are partial, Snake. __ 

Snake Not in the leaſt; every body wil] allow 
that Lady Sneerwell can do more with a word or look, 
than many others with the molt labcured detail, even 
though they accidentally happen 0 Have a little truth 

on their lide to ſuppott it. 
I. Sneeraell. Yesg my, dear Snake, be In not de- 
ny the pleaſute l che ſucceſs of my ſchemes; 
(beth riſe) wounded iFylelf, in the early part of my 
lite, by the envenomed tongue of ſlander, I confets_ 
nothivg,can pive we' greater: fatisfaQion, than iedücing 
others to the level of my own injured reputation 
F nale Iue, Madam; but there is one affair, in 
which you have lately employed me, wherein, 1 con- 


| |  lefs, I am ata loſs to gueſs at your motives. «52 
. | 4 L. Sneerwell. I preſume you mean wich regard to 
my friend Sir Peter Teazle, and his family. . * 


Sale I do; here ate two young men, to whom 
Sir beter has acted as guad ian ſince their father's death; 
the eldeſt poſſeſſing the moſt amiable charaQer, and 
unixerſally well ſpoken of: the youngeft the moſt-difli6 
paied, wild, extravagant young fellow in the world; 
the former an avowed..admirer of your ladyſh'p, ard 
appareatly your favourite ; the latter attached to Ma- 
lia, Sir Peter's ward, and confeſſedly admired by het: 
Now, on the face of theſe ciicumſtances, it is utterly 
_ uffaccountable to me, why you, the widow of a city 
kuight, with a large fortune, ſhould not immediately 
Cc vie with the paſſion of a man of ſuch character and 
expeQation as Mr. Surface ; and more ſo, why you are 
ſo uncommonly earpeſt to deſtroy the mutual atrach- 
ment tubfiſting between his brother Charles and Maria. 
: . Sneer well. 
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L. Sneerwell, Then at once, to unravel this myſe ||} 
tery, I muſt inform you, that love has no ſhare what- 
ever in the intercourſe between Mr. Surface and me. 
Snakes Nat.... z 
L. Sneerwell. Nol his real views are to Maria, or 
her fortune, while in his brother he finds a favoured 
rival; he is, therefore, obliged to maſk his zeal inten- 
tions, and profit by my alfliftance, „ 
Snake, Vet ſtill l am more puzzled why you ſhould 
intereſt yourſelf for his ſucceſs, 2 
L. Sneerwell. Heavens! how dull you are! Can't 
you ſurmiſe a weakneſs | have hitherto, through ſhame, 
concealed even from you? Muſt I confeſs it that 
Charles, that profligate, that libertine, that bankiupt 1 
zn fortune and reputation, that he it is for whom Fam I |} 
thus anxious and malicious; and to gain whom I would | 
5 acrifice:every thing nd of 
„ Snake, Now, indeed, your conduct appears con- 
ſiſtent; but pray, how came you ard Mr, Surface ſo 
contain Ze v!!! oe - 
I. Sneerwell, For our mutual intereſt; he pretends 
to, and recommends fentiment and liberality; but 1 
know him to be artful, cloſe and malicious. In ſhort, 
a ſentimental knave ; while with Sir Peter, and indeed jþ 4! 
with moſt of his acquaintance, he paſſes for a youth- }! *|. 
ful miracle of virtue, good ſenſe, and benevolence. _ 
Snake, Yes, I know Sir Peter vows he has not his 
fellow in England, and has praiſed him as a man of 
character and ſentiment, VV 
I. Sneerwell. Ves; and with the appearnce of 
being ſentimental, he has brought Sir Peter to favour 
his addreſſes to Maria, while poor Charles has no fliend 
in the houſe, though J fear he has a powerful one in f 
Maria's heart, againſt whom we muſt; direct our * 
ſchemes. 1 8 4 e 


Tits Enter SERVANT, eee 
Servant. Mr. Surface, Madam. - 31 
L. Sneerawel!l. Sbew him up; (Exit Servant) he 

genetally calls about this hour—1 don't wonder at peo- 

ple's giving him to me for a lover. „ eee 
1 | B 2 Futter 
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* THE school 


© £nter Josern SurFace, SEP 
Joſeph. Lady Sneerwell, good morning to 70 
Ar. Snake, your molt obedien n. 
I. Sneerwell, Snake has juſt been rallying me up. 
on our attachment, but | have told him oy real 
views; I need not tell you how uſeful he has been to 
ve, and believe me, our confidence has not been ill 
placed. N 15 „ 
Jueſeph. Oh, Madam, 'tis impoſſible for me to ſuſ- 
pect a man of Mr. Snake's merit and accompliſhments. 
I. Sneerwell, Oh, no compliments; but tell me 
when you ſaw Maria, or what's more material to us, 
your hrother, e 5 
Joſeph I have not ſeen either ſince I left you, but 
Ican tell you they never met; ſome of your ſtories - 
have had a good effect in that quarter. 
I. Sneerwell, The merit of this, my dear Snake, 
belongs to you; but do your brother's diſtreſſes in. 
Jioſeph. Every hour. I am told he had another exe- 
cution in his houſe yeſterday—In ſhort, his ciſſipation 
and extravagance exceeds any thing I ever heard, 
I. Sneerwell, Poor Charles | ITE 
Toſeph. Aye, poor Charles indeed! notwithſtand- 
ing his extravagance one cannot help pitying him; 1 
Wo wih it was in my power to be of any eſſential ſervice 
as do him; for the man who does not feel for the diſtreſ- 
es of a brother, even though metited by his own miſ · 
conduct, deſerves to be 
L. Sneerwell. Now you are going to be moral, and 
" you are among friends. 83 


Joſeph. Gad, fo I was, ha! ha!—l' keep that 
ſentiment 'till | fee Sir Peter, ha! ha! however, it 
would certainly be a generous act in you to reſcue 
Maria from fuch a libertine, who, if he is to be te- 
claimed at all, can only be fo by a perſon of your ſt. 

perior accompliſhments and underſtanding — 
 Snoke. I believe Lady Sneerwell hears company 
coming; Vil go _ wo the ww . to 
your lady ſnip. Mr. Surface, your molt obedient. 
F 1 ; a „ [Exit Snake. 
Joſepl. 
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Lay Sneerwell, you would put au confidence in 4 


fellow. | , 13 

L. Sneeravell. Why ſo * 1 

Foſepb. | have cn he has of late had ſeve- 
a conferences with old Rowley, who was ſormetly 


ap. Mr. Snake, your moſt obedient, .I wonger, ; 


} | 

'- 
: 

£ 

* 

| 


y facher's ſteward he has never, you Know, been a | 


Frichd of mine, 

L. e And do you think he would betray 
vs? 

Joſeph. Not unlikely; and take my word for it, 
Lady, Sneerwell, that fellow has not virtue enough, to 
be faithful to his own villainies, e 

r 

1. ee Ah, Mafia, my deaf, how 0 vou 
do? What's the matter? 

Maria Nothing, Madam, only this odious lover 
of mine, Sir Benjamia Backbite, and his uncle Crabs 
tree, juſt called in at my guaidian's ; but took the 
firſt Ppporrugity to ſlip out, and. run away to your 


lady ſnip. 


IL. Sneerwvell, Is that all? 


Joſeph. Had my brother Chatles been of ibk ; party 


you would not have been ſo much alai med. 


I.. Sneerwell. Nay, now. you. are tao fevels'; ; for I A 


dare ſay the truth of the matter is, Mhria heard you 


was here, and therefore came; but pray. Maria, what 
particular. objection have you to Vir Benjamin. tirat you | 
avoid him fo? | 


Maria. Oh, Madam, he has done nothing; but 


his whole converlation | 1s. a Perpetual libel upon all tis * 


acquaintance. 


Toſeph. Ves, and the worſt of it is, there is no | 
advantage in not knowing him, tor he Would E 4 1 
1 


{traoger as ſoon as his be ſt friend, and his. uncle 


what think you, Mr. Surface? _ 
us Jo de ſure, Madauw,—0 finite? at 10 % 
. on I 


bad. 8 8 
Maria, For my part, I own wit hole” its 11 5 
with me, when ] tre it in company with n. alice j—_—_ TFT 


5 "THE SCHOOL 
that pints a thorn in the breaſt of another, is to be. 
come a principal in the miſchief. 
I. Sneerwell, Plha—there is no poſlibilicy of being 
wuty without a litile ill nature; ; the malice in a good 
thing is the barb that makes it ſtick. — What is your 
real op nion, Mr. Surface? 

Teſt. Why my opinion is, that where the ſpirit 
of Tot. is ſuppreſſed, the CONVENT muſt be na · 
turally inſipid. 

Maria, Well, 1 will not argue how far ander may 
be allowed, but in a man, I am ſure it is deſpicable.— 
We have pride, envy, rtvalſhip, and a thouſand mo- 
tives to depreciate each other; but the male ſlanderer, 
| muſt have the cowardice of a Woman, before he can 
traduce one. 

5 Enter SERVANT. 
. Mrs. Candour, Madam, if you are at 
leilute, will leave her carriage. 
L. Sneerwell, Deſire her to will up. ( Exit Ser- 


want. ) Now, Maria, here's a character to your taſte ; 


though Mrs. Candour is a little talkative, yet every 
body allows ſhe is the beſt natured fort of woman in 
the world, 

' Maria. Yes—with ibe very groſs affeQation of 
2000 natute, ſhe does more miſchief, than the direct 


eee 


Jieſepb. Faith it's very true; and whenever: 1 hear 
' the current of abuſe running hard againſt the charac- 
ters of my beſt friends, I never think them in fuch 
danger, as when Candour vundettakes their defence. 
L. Sneerwell. Buſh! hufh ! here ſhe is. 
Enter Mrs. CanDous. = 
Mrs. Candour. Oh! my dear Lady Sneerwell ; 
- well, "how do yon do? Mr. Surface, your moſt obe⸗ 


Aileat.— ls there any news abroad? No! nothing good 


7 ſuppoſe No! nothing but ſcandal l but 
frandal! 
F ph. Juſt ſo indeed, Madam, Tn 
to. Can. leur. Nothing but ſcandal Ab, Marla, 
dow do you de chiid ; what, is every thing at an end 
detween you a Charles? What, he is too extrava- 
7 gore ye! the town : Es of no; hing elſe, Matte. 


bone do? we can't ſtop peoples tongues — They hint || ||} 
too, that your guardian ard his Lady don't live ſo 
agreeably 1 7 as they did, - ns | 1 

| | 


Ile like Mrs. Faſhion's affair with Colonel Coterie ; 
though, indeed, that affair was never rightly cleared 
that Mr, and Mrs. Honeymoon are now become mere 
man and wife, like the reft of their acquarfntance. 8e 
| likewife hinted, that a certain widow in the next ſtreet, 1 Mil 
had got rid of her dropſy, and recovered her ſhape in {{ | 
a moll ſurprizing manner. „„ 1101 14 


themſelves, is aſtoniſhing. 


informed me, that our old friend, Mifs Prudely, was 
tepping into the York Diligence, with her dancing- | 4 6 


his wife at a houſe of no extraordinary fame, and that 


no truth in the ſtory, and } would not circulate ſuch a 


bad as the tale-makers. 


1 © $ p 2 * 
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Maria, I am forty, Madam, the town is fo ilk ent” | If 
ployed. - F | 111 
; Mrs. Candour. Aye, fo am I child—bnt what can | 


Maria. 
tion. | Pr. rs —_— 
Mrs. Candour. Aye, ſo theſe things generally are: 


am ſure fuch reports are without founda- | 


up; and it was but yeſterday Miſs Piim aſſured me, 


Foſeph. The licence of invention, ſome people give |' 
Mrs. Candeur. Tis fo—but how will you ſtop 
peoples tongues ? Twas but yeſterday Mrs. Clacket 


g-ing fo elope, ard that her guardian caught her juft | ! ! 


maſter. I was informed too, that Lord Flimſy caught 7 i 


Tom Saunter and Sir Harry lale, were to meaſure 
{words on a ſimilar occafion — But I dare ſay tbere ie 


report for the world. 
Foſeph. You „ ons, no, no. r 
Mrs Candour. No, no,—tale-bearers are juſt as. 


| Enter Sxnvant. 7 Wi 
Servant. Sir Benjamin Backbite and Mr. Crabtree, 4 
V . [Exit Servant, UN! 
Enter Sir BenJanin and CATZ. f j 


Crabtree. Lady Sneerwell, your moſt obedient | 


humble ſervant. Mrs. Candour, 1 believe you don't 1. 
| know my nephew, Sir Benjamin Backbite; ke bas a 


very pretty taſte for poetry, and ſhall make a rebus or Fo] 


a Chirard with any one. Air Ji 


8 ' * 
„ 

5 8 
1 


| 


feathers catching fire; and the rebuſes 


8 T. H E $CHooL 


Sir Benjamin. Oh fel uncle. | 
Crabtree, In faith he will: did you ever hear the | 
lines he made at Lady Ponto's route, on Mrs. Frizzle's 


the name of a hh ; the next, a great naval comman- 
der, and | 
Sir Benjamin, Unele, now prythee. | 
. Sneerwell 1 . Sir Benjamin, you never 
publith, any thing.“ 
Sir Benjamin Why, to ſay the truth, tis very 


| vulgar to prin —aad as my little productions are chief 

5 ſatyrs, and lampoons on particular perſons, I fird they 
_ circulate better by giving copies in confidence to the 
friends of the parties -—however, I have ſome love 
elegies, which, when tavoured by this lady's ſmiles, | 
q_ (76 Maria) 1 mean to give to the public. 


Crabtree Fotegad, Madam, they? Lwmortaline 


1 you, (to Marie) you will be handed Gown to poſte- 
| rity, like Petrach's Laura, or Walker's Sachatiſſa. 


Sir Benjamin. Yes, Madam, J think you'll like 


7 them; (to Maria) when you ſhalt lee: them on a beau- 
tiful quarto type, where a neat rivulet of text thall 


murmur through a meadow of margin ;—Toregad they Ul. 
be the moſt elegant things of their kind. 


Crabtree. ns odlo, 8 1 did you hear the 


1 news? 


a 
i} 
* 


Mrs. 8 What—do you! mean the report FF Th 
| Crabtree. No, madam, that's not it—Miſs Nicely 


| going.to be married to her own footman. 


Mr: Candour. Impoſſible! | 5 
Sir Benjamin. . "11s very true, indeed madam ; eve 


! 17 thing is fixed, and the wedding liveries beſpoke. 


. / 
* hs, » <7 Os. = 


Crabtree. Yes, and they do ſay there were very 


Pran reaſons for it. 


Mrs. Candbur. 1 heard ſomething of his before. 
I., Sneerwell Oh! it cannot be; and 1 wonder 


they'd report ſuch a thing of ſo prudent a lady. 


Sir Benjamin. Oh! but madam, that is the very 


' reaſon. that it was believed at once; for ſhe has alviays 


deen ſo very cautious and reſerved, that every body 
Was ſure there was ſome reaſon for it at bottom. 


M 18. Cot dour, 


his fir. " 
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Mrs. Candour. It is true, there is a ſort of pany, 
ſickly reputation, that would outlive the robuſter cha- 
rater of an hundred ptudes. i 
Sir Benjamin. True, madam ; there are Valetudi- 
narians in reputation as well as conſtitution, who being 
conſcious of their weak part, avoid the leaſt breath 


air, and ſupply their want of ſtamina by care and cir- | 


cumſpectĩon. 


Mrs. Candeur. I believe this may be ſome miſtake; 
you know, vir Benjamin, very trifling circumſtances 


have often given riſe to the moſt vn agg tales. 
Crabtree. Very true; —but odſo, 
hear of Miſs Letitia Piper's loſing her lover and her 


charaQer at Scarborough.—Sir Benjamin, you rememn || 


ber it. 


nn,, On 
I. Sneerwell, Pray let us hear it. 


Sir Benjamin, Oh, to be ſare, the moſt whimſical ! 


Crabtree Why, one evening, at Lady Spadille's l i 


aſſ-r1bly, the converſation happened to turn upon the 


 difliculty of breeding Nova Scotia ſheep in this coun» || ||| 
try; no, ſays a lady preſent, I have ſeen an inſtance of || || |: 
it, for a couſin of mine, Miſs Letitia Piper, had one 


that produced twins. What, what, ſays old lady 


Dundizzy, (whom we all know is as deaf as a poſt) 7! 
has Mils Letitia Piper had twins.—This, you ma 
eaſily imagine, ſet the company in a loud laugh; ane 
the next morning it was every where reported, ang 
believed, that Miſs Letitia Piper had aCtually ben 


| brought to bed of a fine boy and girl. | 
- Ormrnes, Ha, ha, ha, ha. 


Crabtree. Tis true, upon my hononr,—Oh, Mr.. 
Surface, how do you do; 1 hear your uncle, Sir Oli- 


ver, is expected in town; (ad news upon his arrival, te 
hear how your brother has gone on. 5 


Jeſet b. | hope no buſy people have already preju- * | 


diced his uncle againſt him—he may reform. 


Sir Benjamin. True, he may; for my part, I ne- 


ver thought him ſo utterly void of principle as people 


ſay—and though he has loi all his friends, I ain told ne 


body is better ſpaken of amovngſt the Jews, 


ladies, did you 


FOR SCANDAL 5 ||| 
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Crabtree. Foregad if the Old Jewry was a ward, 


Charles would be an alderman, for he pays as many 


annuities as the Jriſh Tontine ; and when he is ſick, 
they have prayers for his recovery in all the Synagogues, 
Sir Benjamin. Yet no man lives in greater ſplen- 
dour.— They tell me, when he entertains his friends, 


be can fit down to dinner with a dozen of his own ſe. 
curities, have a ſcore of tradeſmen waiting in the anti- 
chamber, and an officer behind every gueſt's chair. 


Foſeph, This may be entertaining to you, Gentle- 
men : but you pay very little regard to the feelings 


of a brother, 


very well. 


in the wainſcot, egad. N | „ 
Sir Benjamin. I am ſorry to hear alſo ſome bad 


Maria. Their malice is intolerable. (A/ide.) Lady 
Sneerwell, I muſt wiſh you a good morning; I'm! not 
Fr xt 'S 

Mrs. Candour. She changes colour, .. 
L. Sneerwell, Do, Mrs, Candour, follow her. 
Mrs, Candour. To be ſure 1 will poor dear girl, 


who knows what her ſituation may be ? 


VVV l Mrs. Candour follows ber, 
I. Sneerwell, Twas nothing, but that ſhe could 
not bear to hear Charles reflected on, notwithſtanding 


their difference, ; e 5 
Sir Benjamin. The young lady's penchant is ob- 
vious, SE A TT 


Crabtree, Come, don't let this difhearten.you—— 


follow her, and repeat ſome of your odes to her, and 
Til affift you, wh peter rg 


Sir Benjamin, Mr, Surſace, I did not a to hurt 


you, but depend on't your brother is utterly undone. 
| Crabirze, Oh! undone as ever man was—— can't | 


Taiſe a guinea, 


Sir Benjamin, Every thing is ſold, I am told, that 
was moveable, wig F-90724 « 5 


Crabtree, Not a moveable left, except ſome old 
bottles, and ſome pictutes, and they ſeem to be framed 


ſtories of him. TOE. 10 
 Crabtre?. Oh! he has done many mean things, 
that's certain. 1 e ee e 


FOR SCANDAL. 


Fir Benjamin. But, howeyer, he's your brother. 

 Crabtfee, Aye! as he's your brother—we'll tell 
you more another opportunity, | 

Sir Benjamin. Yes ! as he's your brother——we'll 
| ell You ne another opp Ttunity. 

_ [Exeunt Crabtiee and Sir Benjamin. 

5 Ne Tis very hard for them, Indeed, to 
loave a ſubject they have not quite run down. 

Joſeph. And ] fancy their abuſe was no more ac- 

ceptable to your ladyſhip, than to Maria. 

L. Sneerwell, I] doubt her affections are further en- 

aged than we imagine; bat the family aie to be 
here this afternoon, ſo you may as well dine where you 
are; we Thall have an opportunity of obſerving-her fur- 
ther ;——1n the mean time 11 80 and plot miſchief, 
10 you ſhall ſtudy. 8 (Exeunt. 


SCENE Sir pin Trois 5 Houſe, 


Enter Str Perer TEAZLE. 
dir Peter, When an old batcheſor warries a young 
wife, what is he to expect? —Tis now above fix 
months fince my lady Teazie made me the happieſt of 
of men—and ] have been the moſt miſerable dog 
ever fince, —- We tifted a little going to church, and 
fairly quarrelled before the bells were done ringing. I 
was more than once nearly choaked with gall during 
the honey - moon, and had loſt every ſatisfaction in life, 
before my friends had done wiſhing me joy.- And 
yet, 1 choſe with caution a girl bred wholly in the 
country, who had never known luxury, beyond one 
tik gown, or diflipation beyond the annual gala of a 
race ball. Vet now, ſhe plays her part in all the ex- 
travagant fopperies of the town, with as good a grace 
as if ſhe had never ſeen a buth, or a graſs-plot out of 
Groſvenor-Square.——l am tneered at by all my ac- 
quaintance paragraphed in the news. papets fle 
dilſipates my fortune, and contradiQs all my humours. 
——And yet, the worſt of it is. I doubt 1 love her, 
or | ſhould never bear all this——but I am determined 
never to be weak enough to let her know i. No 
01. no 5 Enter 


K 
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and fo 1 tell her an hundred times a day. 
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w THE SCHOOL 


Enter RowLevy. 
Rowley. Sir Peter your ſervant, how do you find 


yourſelf to day ? 


; Sir Peter. Very bad, maſter Rowley ; very bad in- 
eed. . | | 
- Rowley, Pm ſorry to hear that—what has happen. 
ed to make you unealy fince yelterday ? 
Sir Peter. A pretty queſtion truly to a married man, 
| Rowley. Sure my lady is not the cauſe! 5 
Sir Peter. Why! has any one told you fhe was 


dead? 


Rowley, Come, come, Sir Peter, notwithſtanding 


you ſometimes diſpute and diſagree, I am ſure you 
ͤ I bw 


Sir Peter. Aye, maſter Rowley ; but the worſt of 


it is, that in all our diſputes and quarrels, ſhe is ever 


in the wrong, and continues to thwart and vex me ;— 
Jam myſelf the ſweeteſt rempered man in the world, 

| Rowwley, Indeed, Sir Peter! ie 
Sir Peter. Yes—and then there's lady Sneerwell, 


and the ſet ſhe meets at her houſe, encourage her to 
_ diſobedience ; and Maria, my ward, ſhe too preſumes 


to have a will of her own, and refuſes the man 1 pro- 


poſe for her; deſigning. I ſuppoſe, io beſtow herſelf 


and fortune upon that profligate his brother, | 
| Raxuley, You know, Sir Peter, 1 have often taken 


the liberty to differ in opinion with you, in regard to 


theſe two young men; for Charles, my life on t, will 


- retrieve all one day or other. —Then worthy father, 


my. once honoured maſter, at his years, was full as 
wild and extravagant as Charles now is; but at his 


death he did not leave a more benevolent heart to la- 
ment his loſs, „%%% edt. 


Sir Peter, You are wrong, maſter Rowley, you are 
very wrong ;—by their father's will, you know, I be- 


came guardian to theſe young men, which gave me an 


opportunity of knowing their different diſpoſitions ; 


but their uncle's Feftern liberality ſoon took them out 


of my power, by giving them an early independence.— 


But for Charles, whatever good qualities he might 


Have 


your opinion at preſent, though I am ſorry you are 


mont. 1 
Rewley. No more we did, Sir, but his paſſage has [ il 
been remarkably quick. Flt 
Sir Peter, I hall be heartily glad to ſee bim Tig Fit 


en join us to keep his arrival a ſecret from his nephews ? 


don't give him the leaſt hint that my wife and I diſa- | 
| 


* err "we » * 


OR S CAN DAI. 3 
have inherited, they ate long ſince ſquandered away ||! 
with the reſt of his fortune ;—Joſeph, indeed, is a ll; 
pattern for the young men of the age—a youth of the |. 
nobleſt ſentiments, and acts up to the ſentiments he 


Hobs | 
Rowley. Well, well, Sir Peter, I ſhan't oppoſe 


4 


prejudiced againſt Charles, as this may probably be the 
moſt critical period of his life, for his uncle, Sir 
Oliver, is arrived, and now in town. 

Sir Peter. What! my old friend, Sir Oliver, is he 
arrived? I thought you had not expeticd him this 


Ys „ „„ is 
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ſixteen years ſince old Nol and I met=But does he till fo | 


Rowley. He does, Sir; and is determined, under a 
feigned Character, to make trial of their different diſ- 
politions, | | 

Sir Peter. Ah! there is no need of it, for Joleps, 

I am ſure, is the man—But ha;k'y ye, Rowley, does Sir 


Oliver know that I am marcied ? 


Rowley, He does, Soy, and intens ſhortly to wiſh 


: you joy. 


Sit Peter. What, as we wiſh health to a friend in a 


conſumption —But I muſt have him at my houſe—do 


you conduct him, Rowley, Tl go and give orders for r. | 
his reception (going) We uſed to rail at matt imony to-·⸗ 
gether—he has ſtood firm to his text.—But Rowley, . 


gree, for I would have him think (. Heaven forgive me} | 
that we are à very happy couple. | 
Rowley, Then you mult be careful not to quarrel F. 
whilſt he is here. 1 


Sir Peter. And ſo we muſt—but that vill be im- of 6 


poſſible !—Zounds, Rowley, when an old. e 16 3 


U 
marries a young wife, he deferves—aye, he de ET ves in Til 
no—the, crime carries the puniſhment along with i t. Fi 
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e 
5 CEN E Sit PETER TzAzLE“s Houſe, 
Enter Sir Peren and Lady TEAZLE, 
| Sir Peres. | 
ADY Teaz'e, Lady Teazle, I won't heart it. 


L. Teasle. Very well, Sir Peter, you may bear 
it or not, juſt as you pleaſe; but I know I. ought to 


| have my own way in every thing, and what s moe, I 
Wk 


Sir Peter. What, Madain ! is there no ien due 


to the . of a huſband ? 


I. Teazle Why, don't | know that no woman of 
faſhion Wes: as ſhe is bid after her marriage. — Though 
J was bred in the country, I'm no ſttanger to that: if 


you wanted me to be obedient, you ſhould have adopt- 


ed me, and not married me—Im ſure you were old 


| eno h. 


Sit Peter. Aye, there it jz—Oons, Madam, what 
Fight have you to run me into all this extravagance ? 
IL. Teazle. l'm ſure J am not more ee than 


n woman of quality ought to be. 


Sit Peter. Tife, Madam, PII have no more Find 


ſquandered away upon ſuch unmeaning luxuries ; you 
| have as many. flowers in your dieſſing room, as would 


turn the Pantheon 1 into a green-houſe; or make a Fete 


Champetié at a „ „e 


L. Teazle. Lord, Sir peter, am 1 to ind that 


Fowers don't blow in cold weather; you muſt blame 
the Climate, and not me—i'm ſure,” for my part, I 


with it was Spring all the year round, and that roſes 
grew under our feet. 
Sir Peter. Zounds, Madam, I ſhould not wonder a 


your extravagance if you had been bred to it —Had 
you any of , theſe things before you married mie! oe 


L. 7 le. Lord, Sir Peter, how can you. be angry 
at thoſe little elegant expences ? | 
Sir Peter, Had you any of thoſe little elegant ex- 
proces when you married me L. Teazle, 


r 


JFC eee 
IL. Teazle, No, no, I have not; a very diſagreea- 


- 


J — ry 

I., Teagle. For my part, I think you ought to be 

pleaſed your wife ſhould be thought a woman of taile. 

Sir Peter, Zounds, Madam, you had ao taſte when 
you matried me. 


L. Teazle,. Vety ttue, indeed; and after having 


matried you, I never ſhould pretend to taſte again, 
Sir Peter, Very well, very well, Madam; you 
have entirely forgot what your ſituation was when fi: if 


ble ſituation it was, or I'm ſure I never thould have 


married you x. i - „„ 
Sir Peter. Lou forget the humble ſtate I took you | I |j 
from—the daughter of a poor country Squite- When 


I came to your father's, I found you fitting at your 


tambour, in a linen gown, a bunch of keys to your | 


fide, and your hair combed ſmoothly over a roll. 


L. Teagle. Yes, I remember very well my daily * 


occupations were to oveilook the dairy, ſuperintend 


the poultry, make extrats from the family receipt 


book, and comb my aunt Deborak's lap dog. 


Sir Peter. Oh! 1 am glad to find you have ſo good 
Tr or a e 
L. Teazle. My evening employments were to draw 


patterns for ruffles, Which I had not materials to make 


up; play at Pope Jone' with the curate ; read a ſermon 
to my aunt Deborah, or perhaps be ſtuck op at an old 


ſpinnet to trum my father to fleep after a fox chace. 
Sir Peter. Then you was glad to take a tide out 
behind the butler, upon the old dock'd coach horſe. 


IL. Teazle, No, no, | deny the butler and the ; 


coach horſe, 1 %%% os 
Sit Peter. I ſay you did. This was your fituation 


— Now, Madam, you mult have your coach, viz a-viz, | 


and three powdered footmen to walk before your chair; 
and in'fummer, two white cats to draw you to Ken— 
fivgton Gardens: and inſtead of your jiving in that 
hole in the country, | have brought you home here, 
wade a woman of fortune of yon, a woman of quality 
In ſhort, Madam, I have made you my wite, 

IL. Teagle. Well, and there is but one thing more 
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THE SCH OO. 
vou can now do to add to the bfg ation, and that 
1 

Sit Peter To make you my widow, | ſuppoſe 

L. Teasle. Hemm 
_ Sir Peter. Very well, Madam, very well; I am 
much obliged to you for the hint. 

L. Teazle, Why then will you force. me to fay 


| ſhocking things to you. But now we have finiſhed our 
morning converſation, I preſume I Way 85 to my e en· 


Wien at Lady. Sneerwell's. l 
ir Peter. Lady Sneerwell a precious acquaint- 


ance you have made with her too, and the fet that 
frequent her hoaſe,—Sych a ſet, mercy on us I= Maty 
0 wretch who has been drawn upon a hurdle, has 


done leſs miſchief than thoſe barterers of forged lies, 


Coiners of ſcandal, and. clippers of reputation. 


L. Teasle. How. can you be ſo ſevete; I'm ſure 


} they ace all people of faſhion, and "yy tenacious, of 
. e 


Sir Peter. Yew, ſo tenacious 5 i, they li not allow 


5 it to any but themſelves. 


L. Teazle. I vow, Sir Peter, when I | fox; an ill na- 


tured thing I mean no harm by it, for l take it for 


1 they'd do the fame by rſae. 
Sir Peter. hey ve made you as bad as any of them, 
L. Teasle. Ves 1 think 1 err my: park withs: 
tolerabſe grace —— 1 1 


Sir Peter. Grace, 1 


IL. Teasle. Well, but Sir Ts you know you 
Promiſed to com. E 


Sir Peter. Well, I ſhall juſt call in to look after wy 


BP owa Character, 


L. Teazle, Then, upon my word, you muſt make 
haſte after me, or you'll be too late. [Exit Lady Teasle. 
Sir. Peter, | have got much by my intended. expol- 
tulation—— What a chaiming air the has !—what a neck, 
and now pleaſir ply ſhe ſhews her contempt of my 
authority ! 2 — Well, though can't make her love me, 
is toine pieature to teize her a little, and ! think he 


lever appeais to iuch advantage, as When he is doing 


SCENE 


Evciy ching co vex aud plague me. 


* 


FOR SCANDAL. FT 


8 0 r N E Lady Snennwerr 5 | Houſe, 


Enter Lady SNEERWELL, SaadTALE Sir Bs NJAMIN, 
Jos EH, Mrs. CanDouR, and MARIA. 


L. Sneerwell, Nay, poſſitively we'll have it. 
Toſeph Aye, aye, the epigram by all means. 
Sir Benjamin. 
TCrabitree. Faith, Ladies, 
extempofre. 
Sic Benjamin. But, Ladies, you ſhould be ac- 
quainted with the circumſtances You mult know 


— 


e excellent for an 


that one day laſt week, as Lady B44 Curricle was: 


taking the duſt in Hyde Park, in a fort of duodeciins 
phzion, ſhe defires me to wiite ſome verſes on ber 
ponies; upon which I took out my pocket boos, and 
in a moment produced the following: 
Sure never were ſeen two ſuch beautiful ponies, 
Other horſes are clowns, and theſe macaronies; 
To give them this title I'm ſufe can't be wrong, 
„ Their legs are ſo flim, and their tails are fo long 
Crabtree. There, Ladies,-—— done in the crack of 
a Whip and on horſeback too! 
Joſeph Ohl a very hœbus mounted 
Mrs. Candour, I muſt have a copy. 
Enter Lady TRATLE. 
L. Jill Lady Teazle, how do fou 42 50 
hope we ſhall ſee Sir Peter.. 
E Teazle. | beleive he will wait on n your la y 
preſently... . 
L. Sneerwell. , Maria, my lava. you look grave; 
come, you ſhall fix down to piquet with Mi. Surface, 
Maria. I take very little pleaſure in cards—but 
Pl} do as your Jadyſhip; pleaſes. 


IL. Nane. I wonder he would fit PRIOR to . 
with Maria. 


opportunity of ſpeaking to me before Sir Perer 
came. * be. 
5 825 3 


Oh! plague on it, it's mere nonſenſe. 


7 
7 18 
7 
6. |: 


1 thought he would have taken an i 
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| ſixty is the qutfide— 
Sir, Benjamin. Oh, there's no Judging by her looks, 


. THE SCHOOL 
Mrs. Candour, Well, now Vil fortwear his ſociety. 
[ Afrae. 
L. Teasle. What's the matter, Mrs. Candour? 
Mrs. Candour. Why, they are fo cenſorious the 


| won't allow our friend, Mils Vermillion, to be hand- 


ſome. 
L. Snzerwell. Oh, ſurely ſhe's a pretty v woman, 

| Crabtree Pm glad you think fo. 
Mrs Candour. She bas a charming freſh colour. 
L. Teazle. Yes, when it is freſh put on. 
Mis. Candour. Well, Vil lwear its natural, for 


5 Tve ſeen it come and go. 


L.. Teagſe. Yes, it comes at night, and goes again 
in the morning. | 


Sir e True, Madam, it not only goes and 


, comes, but what's more, 8 her maid can ferch and 
catiy it. 


Mrs. Candour. wen. and what ao you think 


of her ſitter ? 


Crabtree. What, Mrs. Evergreen—oregad, ſhe's 


Ax and fifty if ſhe's a day. 


Mrs. Candour Nay, I ſwear. t ws or three and 
J don't think ſhe looks more. 


unleſs we could fee her: face. 
L. Sneer ꝛwell. Well, if Mrs. Evergreen dow take 


5p ſome pains io repair the ravages of time, ſhe certainly 
effects it with great ingenuity, and ſurely that's better 
than the careleſs manner in which the widow Haber 


chalks her wrinkles. 


Sit Benjamin. Nay, now my Lady Böser wel you 


are too ſevere upon the widow=—— Come, it is not 


that ſhe paints ſo ill, but when ſhe has finiſhed her face, 
the joins it fo badly to her neck, that ſhe looks like a 


mended ftatue, in which the connoifieur. may fee at 


once, that the nead is modern, though the runk's 
antique. s wy. y 


- Crebtree. What FE you think of Miſs Simper ! ? 

Sir Benjamin. Why the has pretty teeth. 

L. Teazle. Yes, and upon. that account never ſhuts 
her mouth, but keeps it hee bo a-jar, as it were, thus 
Chews her tecth J Omnes. 


8 2 . 


FOR SCANDAL. 


Ones. Ha, ha, ha, | 

L. Teazle. And yet, I vow that's better than the 
pains Mrs, Prim takes to conceal her Joſſes in front; 
ſhe draws her mouth till it reſembles the appe: ture of 


a poor-box, and all her words appear to ſlide out age 


ways 28 it were, thus 
4% How do you do, mailam ?—Yes, adam” N 
I.. Smneeraell, Ha, ba, ha; very well, wy 
Teazle—1 vow you appear to be a little ſevere. 1 1 
L. Teagle. In defence of a friend, you know, it is 
but juſt.— But here comes Sir Peter to ipoll our 
pleaſantry. | 


Enter Sir PETER. 

Sir Peter. Ladies your ſervant. mercy upon 
me !——The whole ſei—a character dead at every 
ſentence. [Afide, 


Mrs. Candour. They » won't allow good qualities to 


and one—not even good nature to our friend Mrs. 
purſey. | 

Crabtiree. What! the old far dowager that was at 
Mrs Quadtille's Jaſt night. — 

Mrs. Candour. Her bulk is her mieforrene's a 
when ſhe takes ſuch pains to get rid of it, ons ought 
not to refi- on her. 1 

L. Sneer well. That's very true, nde 


L. Teagle. Ves, — I'm told the abſolutely lives vpon 


acids and ſmall Whey, laces herſelf with pullies; 


often in the hotteſt day in Summer, you ſhall ſee her 


on a little ſquat poney, with her hair platted and turn- 


ed up like a drummer, and away ſte . puffing teen 
the ring in a full trot. 


Sir Peter, Mercy on me! this is her own relation 3 . | 


a perſon they dice with twice a week.  [Afdes 
Mrs, Candour. I vow you ſhan't be ſo ſevere upon 
| the dowager z for ler me tell you, g great allowances are 


to be made for a woman who frives to pals for a flirt © 


at fix and thirty. 

L. Sneerwell. Though ſorely ſhe's handſome Rill ; 
and for the weakneſs in her eyes, conſidering how 
much lhe reads: by candle- light, tis not to be wonder=! 


ed at. 
Mrs, 
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Mrs. Candour. Very true; and for her manner, | 
think it very graceful, conſidering ſhe never had any 
education; tor her mother, you know, was a Welch 
mii}i5er, and her father a ſugar baker at Briſtol. 

Sir Benjumin. Aye, you are both of- ye too good 


natuted. 


Mrs. Candour. Well, I never will join in the ridi. 
eule of a friend; fo I tell my couſin Ogle, and 18 all 


know what preter.ſions ſhe has to beauty. 


Crabtree, She has the oddeſt countenance—a col- 


Jefiion of features from all corners of the globe. 


Sir Benjamin. She has, incced, an lim lront. 
Crabtree Caledonian locks. 
Sir Benjamin. Dutch noſe. 

Crabtree, Auſtrian lips. 

Sir Benjamin. The complexion of a Spapiard. 

| Crabtree. And teeth a la Chinoiſe. 


Sir Benjamin, In ſhort, her face reſembles a table 
drote at Spa, where no two gueſts are of a nation. 


Crabtree, Or a Congteſs at the cloſe of a general 


War, where every member ſeems to have a different 
intereſt, and the noſe and chin are the only parties 


likely to join iſſue. —_ . 
Sir Benjamin. Ja, ha, ha. VVV 
L. Sneerwell, Ha, ha. ell, 1 vow you are A 
couple of provoking toads. 


Mrs. Candour, Well, I vow _ dan“! carry the 
| laugh ſo—let me tell you that, Mrs. Qgle. 


Sir Peter. Madam, madam, tis impoſtible to ſtop 


thoſe good gentlemens tongues ; but when I tell you, 
Mrs. Candour, that the lady they are ſpeaking of is a 
particular friend of mine, 1 bope you will be ſo ne 
as not to undertake her defence, - 
I. Sneerwell. Well ſaid, Sir Peter; but you are a 
cruel creature, too phlegmaric yourſelf for a wit, and 
too peeviſh to allow it to others. 


Sir Peter. True wit, madam, is more nearly allied 


or to good nature than you are aware of. | | 
IL. Teagle, True, Sir Peter; I believe they are : ſo 
| pear a Kin that * can never be united. 


Sie 
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Sir Benjamin. Or rather, madam, ſuppoſe them to 
be man and wife, one ſo ſeldom ſees them together. 
L. Teasle. But vir Peter is ſuch an enemy to ſcan- 
dal, believe he would have it put down by parliament. 
Sir Peter, Foregad, madam, if they conſidered the 
ſporting with reputations of as much conſequence as 
poaching on manors, and paſſed an act for the preſer- 
vation of fame, they would find many would thank 
them for the bill. 
I. Sneerwell. Oh lud 1—Sir Peter would deprive. 
us of our privileges. 
Vir Peter. Ves, madam ;- and none ſhould then 
have the liberty to kill characters, and run down repu- 
tations, but Privileges old aids, and diſappointed 
widows. _ 
I. Snterwell. 805 you monſter! . i 


Mrs, Candour. But ſurely you would not be i ſe- 


vere on thoſe who ooly . report what they hear? 


Sir Peter, Yes, madam, I would have law for |, 
thew too; and wherever the drawer of the lie was not 


to be. found, the injured party ſhould have a nen o 
come on any of the indorſers. 


Crabtree. Well, I verily believe there never was a 


ſcandalous ſtory. without ſome foundation. 


Sir. Peler. Nine out of ten are formed on ſome ma- | * 


licions invention, or idle repreſentation. 


L. Sneertvell,, Come, ladies, ſhall we fit down to 


ode in the next room ? 
Enter a SEkvanTy who whiſpers Sir Pere. =p 
| ir Peter. Ti come aaa {Ea Real away unpers | 
ceived. PER 775 7 | 
1. Sweerwell.: Sir peter, you're not leaving us. 
Sir Peter, I beg pardon, ladies, tis particular bu- 


fiaeſs, and I muſt—Hut | leave my character behind me. | 


| Rat dir Peter 
Sir Benjamin, Well, certainly Lady Teazle, that 
lord of yours is a range being; I could tell you fome 


ſtories of bim would make you laugh heartily, if . tle 


was not your huſband, 
L. Teazle. Oh, never mind that.— This we v. 
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Mrs. Candour, Very true; and for her manner, 
think it very graceful, conſidering ſhe never had any 
education; fur her mother, you know, was a Welck 

miiliner, and her father a ſugar baker at Briſtol. 
Sit Benjuiin. Aye, you are both of ye too good 


natuted. — 


Mis, Candour, Well, I never will join in the ridi- 


cule of a friend; fo I tell my couſin Ogle, and FF all | 


know what preter.fions ſhe has to beauty. 


Crabtree, She has the oddeſt countenance—a col- 1 


leQtion of features from all corners of the globe. 
Sir Benjamin, She has, indeed, an Iriſh front, 
Crabtree Caledonian locks. 
Sir Benjamin. Dutch noſe. 
\ Crabtree, Auſtrian lips. 
Sir Benjamin. The complexion of a Spapiard, 
Crabtree. And teeth a la Thinoiſe, 


Sir Benjamin, In ſhort, her face reſembles a table : 
| drote at Spa, where no two gueſts are of a nation. 


Crabtree. Or a Congreſs at the cloſe of a general 


war, Where every member ſeems to have a different 
intereſt, and the noſe and chin are the OP: RO 


likely to join iſſue. 355 
Sir Benjamin. Ja, ha, ks 8 


I. Sneerwell, Ha, ha.— Well, 1 Vow you are a 
couple of provoking toads. 

Mrs. Candour, Well, I vow you fhar't carry the 
laugh ſo—let me tell you that, Mrs. Ogle. 


Sir Peter. Madam, madam, tis impoſſible to ſtop 


thoſe good gentlemens tongues ; but when I tell you, 
| Mrs, Candour, that the lady they are ſpeaking of is a 
particular friend of mine, 1 hope you will be ſo good 
as not to undertake her defence, 
I. Sneerwell, Well ſaid, Sir Peter; but you are a 
| cruel creature, too phlegmaric yourſelf or a wit, and 
too peeviſh to allow it to others. 


Sir Peter. True wit, madam, is more Maths allied 


to good nature than you are aware of. 
L. Teasle. True, Sit Peter; I believe they are ſo 
near a kin that they C: Can never | be united, 


Sie 
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Sir Benjamin. Or rather, madam, ſuppoſe them to 


be man and wife, one ſo ſeldom fees them together. 
L. Teasle. But vir Peter is ſuch an enemy to ſcan» 


dal, I believe he would have it put down by pailiament. 


Sir Peter, *Foregad, madam, if they conſidered the 


ſporting with reputations of as much conſequence as 


poaching on manors, and paſſed an act for the preſer- 


vation of fame, they would find N would . 
them for the bill. 


L. Sneerwell. Oh lud Sir Peter would deprive. 


us of our privileges. 


Sir Peter. Ves, madam > and none ſhould. then 


have the liberty to kill characters, and run down repu- 


tations, but mee old eln and: "EY UTI 


widows. 


L. Snterawell. Go, you Meder! 85 14.4 ö 


Mrs, Candour. But ſurely you would not be PS ſe⸗ 
vere on thoſe who ovly report what they hear? 


Sir Peter, Ves, madam, I would have Faw for |(. 
them too; and wherever the drawer of the lie was not . 
to be. found, the injured party ſhould have a b ts 


come on any of the indorſers. 

"Crabtree, , Well, I verily believe he never was 4 
| ee ſtory without ſome foundation. 
Sir Peter., Nine out of ten are formed on ſome n ma- 
| licions invention, or idle repreſentation. 

. Sneervell, Come, ladies, ſhall we fit down. to 
cards i in the next room? 


Enter a SERvanTy who whiſpers Sir PeTeR, 


Sir Peter. Ill come pd nds ſteal away Le 


ceived. 2 Aſide. 
I.. Sneerwell.: Sir peter, you're not leaving Us... 


Sir Peter, I beg pardon, ladies, *tis particular bu- 
ſineſs, and I muſt—But | leave my character behind me, 


[Exit Sir Peter. 


Sir Benjamin. Well, certainly Lady Teazle, that 
| lord of yours is a range being; I couſd tell you fome 
ttories of bim would make you laugh heartily, if ae | 
was not your huſband. 

IL. Teazle, Oh, never min id that. —This way. 

with; N II waik up and exrunt. 


Jeb. 


— 
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| Ing in the next room. (Exit Maria) 
meaning of all this ?—— What ! did you take her for 
me 7 | 
iſepb. Why, you muſt know—Maria—by ſome 


Joſeph. You take no pleaſure in this ſociety, 

Maria, How can 1? If to raife a malicious ſmile at 
the misfortunes and infirmities of thoſe who are un- 
happy, be a proof of wit and humour, Heaven grant 
me a double portion of dulneſs. 

Joſeph. And yet they have no malice in their 
hearts. 

Maria. Then it is the more inexcuſable, ines no- 
thing but an ungovernable depravity of heart, could 
tempt them to ſuch a practice. 

Joſeph. And is it poſſible, Maria, that you can 
thus feel for others, and yet be eruel to me alone 
Is hope to be denied the tendereſt paſſion ? 

Maria. Why will you perſiſt to perſecute me on a 
ſubjeRt on which you have long ſince known my ſenti- 
ments. 

Joſeph. Oh, Maria, you would not * thus deaf to 


me, but that Charles, that menen is {till a favoured 
rival. 


Maria. Ungenerouſly urgedi but whatever my ſens 


| | timents are, with regard to that unfortunate young man, 
be aſſured, I ſhall not conſider myſelf more bound ta 
| give him up, becavſe his misfortunes have loſt him the 


Tegards—even of a brother Going out. 


Joſeph. Nay, Maria, you ſhall not "SEW me with n | 
frown ; by all that's honeſt I ſwear—(Kneels, and ſees 
Lady Teazle entering behind) Ah! Lady Teazle, ah! 


you ſhall not ſtir—(To Maria) | have the greateſt regard 


| in the world for Lady "TR but if Sir Hens was 
once to ſuſpect— | 


Maria. Lady Teavle ! — 
L. Teazle. What is all "his, child ? You are want- 
What is the 


means ſuſpecting—the—great regard | entertain for 


— Four ladyſhip—was—was—threa ning—if 1 did not 
| defit, to acquaint Sit Peter—and [—I—was Juſt rea- 


ſoning with her 
. Teosle. Lou from to > have -dopred a very ten- 
dert 
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der method of e do you uſually argue 


ON your knees? 


Jyſeph. Why, you know) ſhe's but a child, and I 
thought a little ba might be uſeful to keep her 


ſilent —But, my dear Lady Teazie, when will you 


come and give me your opinion of my library, 


I. Teazle. Why, I really begin to think it not ſo 


proper, and you know I admit 18 as a lover no farther 
than faſhion dictates. 


Joſeph. On, no more; — a mere Platonic Cicitbeo, 
that every lady is entitled to. | 
L. Teaz's No further——and though Sir Peter's 
treatment may make me uneaſy, it ſhall never provoke 
me. 

"Joſeph... To the FEY revenge in your power. bn 

I. Teagle. Go, you infinuating wretch——but we 
ſhall be miſſed, let us join the company, _ 
 Foſepb. Yi follow your ladyſhip. _ 
I. Teazle, Don't ſtay long, for 1 promiſe you 
Maria ſhan't come to hear any more of your reaſoning, 

[Exil Lady Teazle. 

Joſepb. A retty Gruation I am in—by gaining the 
wite 1 ſhall \ p the heirels T at firſt intended to 
wake her ladyſhip only the inſtrument in my defigns | 
on Maria, but, I don't know how it is——] am 
become her ſerious admirer. I begin now to wiſh 1 


had not made a point of gaining ſo very good a cha- 


racer, for it has brought me into ſo many confounded 
oguerles, that I fear I mall be expoſed at laſt. 


{Exit Joſeph. | 
80 £ N kt Sir n TzanLE s Houſe. 


Enter Sir Oliv and Komae 

Sir Oliver, Ha, ha, and ſo my old friend is marri- 

ed at laſt, eh Rowley, —and to a young wife out of 
the country, ha, ha, ha. That he ſhould buff to old 
batchelors fo long, and fink into a huſband at laſt, 

Rowwley, But let me beg of you, fir, not to rally. 

him upon the ſubje&, for he cannot bear it, though | he 

bas been married theſe ſeven months. 
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againſt my nephew by any ſuch, I promiſe you 
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Sit Oliver. Then he has been juſt half a year on 


| the ſtool of repentance. Poor Sir Peter Hut you 
| fay he has entirely given up Charles. 
| him, eh, 


Foley. His prejudice agninſt him is aſtoniſhing 
and | believe is greatly aggravated by a ſuſpicion of a 
connexion between Charles and Lady Teazle, and ſuch 
a report | know has been circulated and kept up, by 


means of Lady Sneerwell, and a ſcandalous party who 


aſſociate at her houſe ; where, as I am convinced, if 
there is any partiality in the caſe, that Joſeph. is the 
favourite. 

Sir Oliver. Aye, aye,—1 know there are a ſet of 
miſchievous prating goſſips, both male and female, who 


murder characters to kill time, and rob a young fellow 


of his good name, before he has ſenſe enough to know 
the value of it: But I am not to be prejuckced 


No, no, if Charles bas done nothing falſe or mean, [ 


ſhall compound for his extravagance. 


Rowley. I rejoice, fir, to hear you ſay ſo ; and am 


happy to find the ſon of my old maſter has one friend 


left however. 


Sir Oliver. What! ſhall 1 forget, Mafter Rosie, 


when I was at his years myſelf ;——egad, neither my 
brother or I were very prudent youths, and yet, | 
believe, you have not ſeen many better men than 20 
old maſter was. 

Rowley. Tis that reflection I build my hopes on 
and, my life on't ! Charles will prove deſerving of 
+ your Kindneſs, fut here comes Sir Peter, 

Mr RT oo > oi oo es 
Sir Peter, Where is he? Where is Sir Oliver? 


Ah, my dear friend, I rejoice to ſee you — Vou ate 


welcome, — indeed you- are welcome——you are 


welcome to rag a thouſand, IT a thouſand 


times != + 
Sir Oliver. Thank you, thank you, Sir N 
and I am glad to find you ſo well, believe me. 

Sir Peter, Ah, Sir Oliver lr s ſixteen years ſince 
laſt we ſaw each other — many a bout we have hal 
together 1 in our . „ 


never ſees 


6) 
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Sir Oliver, Aye! I have bad my ſhare. But 
what, I find you are married hey old boy . Welts 
well, it can't be helped, and ſol wiſh you Joy with all 
my heart, 

Sir Peter. Thank you, thaok you—Yes, Sit Oliver; 
] have entered into that happy ſtate but we won't 
talk of that now. 

Sir Oli ver. Thabs true, Sir Peter, old friends 
ſhould not begin upon 80 ie vances at their friſt meeting, 
no, no, no. 

Rewwley, (Aſide to Sir Oliver.) Har e a Care, Sit; 
don't touch upon that ſubject. 

Sir Oliver, Well, ſo one of "WF nephews, 1 
find, is a wild young rogue. 

Sir Peter. Oh, my dear friend, [ orieve at your 
diſappointment there—Charles is, indeed, a ſad liber- 
tine—but no matter, Joſeph will make you anple 
amends—every body ſpeaks well of him. 

Sir Oliver. I am very ſorry io hear it ; he has too 
good a character to be an honeſt fellow ——Every body 
ſpeaks well of him !—pſhaw—then he has bowed as 
low to 'knaves and fools, as to the honeſt Cigoity ve 
enius and viitue, 

Sir Peter, What the plague! are you angry with 
Joſeph for not making enemies? 

Sir Oliver. Why not, if he has merit enough to 
deſerve them. 
Sir Peter, Well, well, ſee win: ard you'll be con- 
vinced how worthy he is —He's a pattern for all the 
young men of the age.—He's a man of the nobleſt ſen⸗ 
timents. 1 
Sir Oliver, Oh! plapue of bi ſentiments. — if he 
ſalutes me with a ſcrap of morality in his mouth I 
ſhall be ſick directly But don't however miſtake me, 
Sir Peter, I don't mean to defend Charles's errors; but 
before | form my judgment of either of them, [ intend 
to make a trial of their hearts, and my friend Rowley 

and J have planned ſomething for that purpoſe, 

Sir Peter. My life on Joſeph's honour. 

Sir Oliver. Well, well, give us a bottle of good 

THY 0 © wine, 
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| wine, and we'll drink your Oy $ health, and tell you B 
all our ſchemes. | TY 
vir, Peter. Algae 08 5 | 
Sir Oliver. And don't, Sir peter, he too ſevere 
gainſt your old fiiend's ſon Odds wy life, I am not 
vity he has run a little out of the courſe for my 
art, I hate to fee prudence clinging to the green 
Lckers of youth; 'tis like ivy rourd the ſaplin,. ard 


poils the giowth of the tree, [ Exeunt em nes 
End Y Poe sr cou Acr. 


— 


1 1 c T III. 5 — 
i | SCENE Sir Pavia Houſe, 


nter Sir Perzn, Sir Oven, and Noi 


© . 


f . Sir PzTER, : 2% | 

F- | ELL, well, well ſee this man füſt, and this ht 
il have our wine afterwards, —But ee fil 
i don't ſee the jeſt of your ſcheme. _ 
| Roneley. Why, Sir, this Mr, Stanley was a rear 
' relation of their mother's, and formerly an eninent 
Co +} | merchant in Dublin—he failed in trade, and is greatly kn. 
teduced ; he has applied by letter to Mr. Surface and 


—_ — 
3 n 


Charles for eſiitance—from the former of whom he 
bas received nothing but fair promiſes ; while Charles, WW. 
in the midſt of his own diſtreſſes, is at preſent endes. 

vouing to raiſe a ſum of money, part of which I H 
bet: know he intends for the vie of Mr. Stanley. w 


di e Aye he's wy brother's ſon. 

' _ Rowley Now, Sir, we propoſe, that Sir Oliver | 

mall viſe them both, in the chaacter of Mr. Stanley; ; bo 

as | have informed them he has obtained leave of his I 

| ereditors to wait on his friends in perlon—and in the 

| younger, believe me, you'il find one, who, in the 

\ midft of diſlipation and extravagance, has ſtill, as our 

' finmortal bard expreſſes it, & tear for pity, and 2 band 98 

eben as day for melting charity. - 
F41 Sil Peter, "What hgnifics his open band * purſe, 
f if 


A. == cd (o we 3 


Rowley. 


mait know, Sir Oliver, this is a friendly 
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if he has nothin 
were ſpeaking o 


27 


the give. But where 1s this perſon you 


elow, fir, waiting your commands You 


who, to do him Juftice, has done every thin 
power to aſſiſt Charles Who waits (Enter a Servant) 


defire Mr, Moſes to walk up. 


Sir Peter. 


has advanced for Charles, but through the bounty of 5 
Sir Oliver, who he knows is in town; | 


ew ;s One 


in bis 


But how ate you ſure he'I (peak truth? 
Rowley, Why, Sir, I have perſuaded him, there's 
no proſpect of his being paid ſeveral ſums of- money he 


[Exit Servant, 


therefore you 


may depend on his being faithful to his intereft—On ! - 


here comes the honeſt Iſrz'ite— 


Sir Oliver, this is Mr. Moſes, ——Mr. Moſes, this is 


Sir Oliver. 


Enter Mosts, 


Sit Oliver. 1 underfinnd you have lately had great 


dealings with 


Moſes. Ves, Sir Oliver— I have done all 1 conld for 


my nephew Charles. 


Um- bet he was ruined before he came to me for al- 


ſiſtance. 


Sir Oliver, 


That was unlucky ttuly, for you had 


no opportunity of ſhewing your talent. 


Moſes, None at all; 
knowing his diſtceſſes, 
worſe than nothing. 


Unfortunate indeed! But! ſuppoſe you 


Sir Oltver, 
have done all ! 


in your power for him. 


I had nut the pleaſure of 
till he was fome thouſands 


Maſes. Ves, he knows that— This very evening | 


was to have bronght him 2 g22t!eman from the city, 
wh) does not kno ow in, and will al ae him lone 


Ui); nies. 
Sir Peter. 


What! a perton 1 Charles has never 


borrowed money of before, lend him 127 in his pie- 
feat o: rcumſtances 


Moſes. Ve 


Sit Oliver. 


Moſes, Mr. Premium, of Crutched- Friars, formerly 


a broker. 0 


Whar ; is the gentleman's Sane? 5 


Does be 1 Mr. Premium? 
| 5 2 


— 


Aer. 
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Moſes. Not at all. 

Sir Peter. A thought ſtrikes me —-Soppoſe, Sir 
Oliver you was to vilit him in that character; "twill 
be much better than the romaniic one of an old fela.“ 
tion; you will then have an opportunity of ſecing 


Charles i in all his glory, 
Sir Oliver. Egad I like that idea better than the 


| ether, and then I may viſit Joſeph alterwards as 00 


Stanley, 

| Rowley, Gentlemen, this is taking Charles vai 
wnawares z bur Moſes, you underſtand vir Oliver, and 
J date ſay will be faithful. 

Meſes, You may depend upon me. —This is — 
near the time I was to have gone. 

Sir Oliver. I'll accompany you as ſoon as you 
pleate, Moſes, but hold] had forgot one thing — 
low the plague ſhall I be able to pals for a Jew SL 

Maſes. I. here 1 15 no reed—the priacipal i is a Chtil. 
tian. 

Sir Oliver. Is he? I am very forry for i. gut 
then again, am I not too finarily dreffed to look like a 
uioney lender? 

Sir Peter, Not at all—ir would not be out of cha- 
racter if you went in Your own chariot ; would it 


Moſes ? 


Mofes. Not | in the leaſt, 
Sit Oliver. Weill, but 5 muſt I talk ? There's 


certainly ſome cant of uſury, or mode of treating, 


that I onght to know, | 

Sir Peter, As | take it Sir Oliver, the great point 
is to be exorbitant in your demands. — Eh! Moſcs? 

Aeſes. Yes, dat is very great point. 

Dir Oliver. Ii anſwer for't In not be wanting ig 
that, eight or ten per cent. on the loan at caſt. 

Ae/es. Oh! if you aſk hin no more as dat, youll 
be diicovered immediately. 


dir Oliver. Hey, what the plague— how much 


then ? 


Moſes, That depends upon the e 


he Ppears NO very A: 1k:0us for the ſuppi iy, YOU ſhould 


require only tory” Ot ity per cent but if you find hin. 
. 5 It 
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in great diftreſs, and he wants money very bad you 
mult aſk double. 

Sir Peter. Upon my ond, Sir Oliver—Mr. Pre- 
mium I mean—it's a very pretty trade you're learning. 

Sir Oliver. Trulyl think fo ; and not unprofitable, 

Moſes. Then you know you have not the money - 

ourtelf, but ate forced to borrow it of a friend. 

Sir Oliver, Ob! I borrow it for bim of a frie nd- = 
do l? 1 8 | 

 Mojes Yes, and your friends an unconſcipnable 
dog-——but you can't help dat. 

Sir Oliver. Oh! my trend San unconſcionable 96g ; 
——is het 

Moſes, Ard then he kimfelf has not the monies by 
him, but is forced to feil ſtock at a great Jots. 

Sir Oliver. He's forced ro fell flock at a great lo!s 
well, really, that's very kind of him. 
Sir an But hark'ye, Moles, if Sir Oliver was to 
rail a little gt the annuity bill, dou, © you think it would 
have a good effect? | 

Mefes: Very much. 

Noa. And lament that a vourg man e now 
come to years of diſcretion, before he bas it in his 
power to fuin himſelf. 

Moſes. Ave! a great pity, 

Sit Peter. Yes 5 and aboſe the oh ic "for allowirg 
merit to a bill, whofe only oli was to-preferve you th 


and inexperience from» the apa 10113 e110e of gute, 


and to give the young let i opportunity of en yiag 


his fortune, withcut being ruined by can, ing into pol- 
| ſeſlion. 


Sir Oliver, So, th —— Moſes Mall give me fur-. 


ther inſſrudions as we 30 together. 


Sir Peter, You'll iſcaice have time to learn your. 
trade, for Charles lives hut hard by | 
Sir Oer. Ob! [| never fear--imy tutor appen:s 2 


able, that tho? Charles lived in the next ſtreet, it mi 


be my own fault if Jam not 2 compicat rogue he Rig 


have turned the corne:. [Exeunt Sir Ctimer 2 Moſer | 


Sit Peter. So Rowley, vou would have been gates 300, 


and given Charles notice of our plot, 


„ 2 Rowl:y: 


e 
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8⁰ Maria, What, is Mr. Surface come home with you? 


young man? 


lo ce me to Exert-It, 


. n 
9 \ * 
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Ronvley.. No indeed, Sir Peter. | 

Sir Peter. Well, I fee Maria coming, 15 want to 

have ſome calk with her. | [Exit Neude 
1 MARTA. 


Maria. No, Sit, he was engaged. 

Sit Peter, Marja, I with you were more ſenſible to 
his excellent qualities, — does not every time you are in 
his company convince you of the merit of that amiable 


Maria, You know, Sir Peter, I have often told you, 


that of all the men who have paid me a particular at- 


tention, there is not one 1 would not  fooner Prater, 


than Mr. Su: face. 


Sir Peter. Aye, ave, this blindneſs s to his merit pro- 
ceeds from your. attachment to that prom (goto brother 
of his. 
Maria: This i is kind, ; you know, at your requeſt, 
7 have ſotborn to fee or correſpond with him, as [ 
have long bcen convince ed he is unworthy my regard; 
but while my reaſon condemns his vices, my heart log. 


85 (ts ſome pity for his misfortunes, 


Sir Feter. Ah! you had beit reſolve ta think of hi 'm 
n2 more, but give your heart and hand to a worthier 
Object. .- 

Maria. Never to his brother. | 5 
Sit Peter. Have a care, Mat ia, I have not yet made 
you kyvow What the authority of a tr: is, don t 


m 


aria. I know, that for a ſhort time I am to obey 


vou as my father, — but muſt ceaſe to think you ſo, 


when vou would compel nie to. ve miſerable, 
[Exit in tears, 
IP Price: 9910 never man was plagued as I am; 
] had not been married above three weeks, before her 


father, a heal, hearty man, died, —on purpole, I be- 


lieve, to plague me with the care of his daughter: but 
| here comes my help mate, ſlie ſcems in mighty good 


gumour; I wiſh I could teize her into loving me a little. 


Enter LADY TEAZ LS. 
L. Teazle, | What's the matter, Sir peter? What: 
N have 


— — „ ˙‚ oo — 8 — — 33 — ay AF r 


to be in a monſtrous good humour now; come do be 


it l could li ke an old fellow, who-could ny me no- iy 
thing. 85 Þ 


FOR SCANDAL. | 
have you done to Maria ? It i is not fair to- quarze! and 


} not by. 'T "oy [If 
Sit Peter, Ah! Lady Tearle, it is in your power , 


to put me into good humour at auy time. 
I. Teagle. Is it? Jam: glad of n—for I want you 


good humoured, and let me have two hundied/pounds. : 
Sir Peter What the plague ! can't I be in a good] | 
humour without paying for It, —but look always thus, 


[Ind you ſhall want for nothing (Pulis out 4 pot et- 13 

book ) There, there's two hundred pounds for you, 13} 
| (going to hiſs ) now fea) me a bond for the repayment, f I* | 
4 "uh + 6 


L. Tease. No, iy nete of hand will do as well. 
RS [Groing ber hand, 
Sir Peter, Well, well, 1 muſt be ſatisfied with- 


D that—you ſhan't much longer re proach me for hid. j 1 
having made you a proper lettlement—! intend EY "Ys gl 
to ſurprize you. | 


L. Teagle. Do you? Vou can't think, Sit Peter, y 
ho good humour becomes you; now you look jult ase 


you did before I married you. 7 MN 


Sir Peter. Do I indeed? | 
L. Teazle; Don't you remember- when') you uſed tot. 


walk with me under the elms, and tell me ftories off 


what a galiant you. were in your youth, and aſked me. 


Sir Peter, Aye, and you were ſo attentive and oblige if 
ing to me iy 


928 e. 4 
L. Teasle. Aye to be ſare I was, ind nſed to take WE 
your part againit all my acquaintance ; and when my . 4 
couſin Sophy uſed to laugh at me, for thinking of mar- % 


Tying a man old enough to be my father, and call you 
an ugly, ſtiff, formal old batchelor, I conttadicted her, 


and faid I did not think you ſo ugly by any means, and . i 
that I dar'd fay, you would make a good. fort of a fd 
huſband. "np y 


Sir Peter. That was very kind of you—Well, and 


you were not miſtaken, you have found it fo, have not in) x 


you ?—But ſhall we always live thus happy? 
L. 7 . With all my heart —1 m—1 don't cate 7 
kow 
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how ſoon we leave off quarrelling—provided you will | 
own you a'e tired fi: |, A 

Sin Peter With all my heart. 

I.. Teugle. Then we thail be as happy as a day 
is long, and never, never, — never quarrel more. 

Sir Peter, Never—never—never—and, let our fu- 
ture conteſt be, who ſhall be moſt . 

L. Teagle. Ave 0 
Sit Peter, But, my ea Lady Teawe—my Jove= 
-indeed you mult keep a fttift watch over your temper 
for, you know, my dear, that in all our diſputes 
and quariels, you always begin fiſt, 

I.. Teugle. No, no, Sir eien, my N tis always 
vou that begins. 

Sir Peter. No, no, — ro ſuch thing. 

IL. Tease. Have a care, this i is not the way to live 
happy if you fly out thus. | 

Sir Peter, No, no, 

L. Teas >/e, No tis 3 von. 

Sir 0 Z. unds —1 ſay 'tis you. 

L. Teazle. Lord ! | never ſaw tuch a man in my 
life—jult 5 my couſin Sophy 10!d me. 

d'r Peter. Your cou! in Sony: is a forward, ſauey, 
impertinent, minx. 

I. Tease. You are a very great bear, 1 am bote, 
to abuſe my telations. 

Sir Peter, But lam well enough ſerved for marry 


„tis you. 


ing vou—a pert, foiward, rural” coquette-; who had 
| refuſed half the honeſt 'ſquites in the country. 


L. Teazte I am ſure | was a great fool for marry- 
ing you —a ſtiff, erop, dangling old batghelor, who 
was un ma actied at ittys. becauie no body would have 


* 
c b 
* 
bin. 7 


Sic Peter. You. was very glad to have. mb—you 
never had ſuch an offer before, 

L. Teaz!z, Oh, yes 1 had—there was Sir Tivey 
Ter:ier, w ho every body faid would be a better match ; 


| for his eflate was full as good as yours, and—he bas 


kroke his neck fince we were married. +5 ro 
Sir Peter, Very—very. well, Nene e re an 


$4. el woman; and may p! agues light on me, . 


ever 


E 


— 


ever try to be friends wich you ee ſhall have 


without foundation. 


promiſe you. 


properly to your temper, we ſhall be the happleſt cou- 
ple in the world; and e more, 
2 Ha, ha, ha. . Exil. 


heart—but damn it— 1 in determined the ſhan't keep 
her temper. „„ (Exit. 
what's the gentleman's name? 


FR brother? $ haul 


ſelling i it to him, was more e by half. 


* * Via | %. P q _ * 
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a ſeparate maintenance. — 91 
L. Teazle. By all means a ſeparate maintenance. 
Sir, Peter, Very well, Madam — Oh, very well. 
Aye, Madam, and I believe the ſtories of you and 
Charles of you and Charles, Madain,—were not 


L. Teazle. Take care, Sir peter; take care whit | 
you ſay, for I won't be ſuſpected * 1400 


Sir Peter. A FIN REAR 4 
L. Teazle, Aye, a ee 1 
Sir Peter. Aye, zounds! I'II make an example of TH 
myſelf for the benefit of all old batchelors. 4 0 
L. Teazle, Well, Sir Peter, I ſee you are going to. 9 
be in a paſſion, fo I l leave you, and when you come 


4 
; | 
Sir .Peter, What the Devil Jean t I make her angry |.\} 


neither. — I'll after her—zounds—ſhe muſt not preſume | 
to keep her temper,——No, no, — ſhe may break my 


„ 
—ñ— 
r 3 


—— — 
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5 SCENE ente“ Houſe. 4 
Enter Tair, Sir Ollvx Rx and Mosks. | 
Trip. This way, Gentlemen, this way.- -Mofesy 
Sir Oliver. Mr. Moſes, what's my name? [4 4. 11 
Moſes. Mr. Premium- | if: 
Trip. Oh, Mr, Ne eee [ Exir. i 
Sir Oliver. To 2 bes the event; one v 0 | 


Moſes. Yes, Sir,—Mr. 8 . it of url 


Joſeph, with furniture, pictures, &c. jutt as. the ode 


gentleman left it.—vic Peter thought it a great piece of, 
extfavagance in him. Ml 
Sir Oliver. In my mind, the o'her's economy n 


* ts „ 
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y Enter Tx1P. 

Trip. Gentlemen, my maſter is very forry he has 

-eompany at preſent, and cannot fee you. | 
Sir Oliver, If he knew who it was that wanted to 


il; ſee RON, perhaps he wouhl not have ſent ſuch a meſ. 


ſage. 
Trip, Oh! yes, I told him who it was—T did not 


| forget my little Premium, no, no. 


Ir Oliver. Very well, Sir ; and pray what may 


11 your name be? 


Trip. Trip, Sir; Trip, at your ſervice. | 
Sir Oliver. Very well, Mr. Trip—You have 2 


1 pleaſant ſort of a place here, 1 gueſs. 


Trip, Pretty well——There are four of us, who 
Paſs our time agreeably enough—Our wages, indeed, 
are but ſmall, and ſometimes a little in arrear—We 
have but fifty guineas a year, and find our own bags 


and. bouquets, - 


Sir Oliver, Bags and bouquets !—Halters and baſ- ; 


tinadoes ! ! 


Trip. Oh, Moſes, hark ye—did you get chat lille 
bill diſcounted for me? 


Sir Oliver. Wants to raiſe money too Mexey on 
el bas diſtreſſes, I warrant, like a Lord, and 


_aftects creditors and duns. l Ade. 


Moſes. 85 was not to be done, indeed, Mr. Trip. 
l [Giwes the note. 


Trip, No! Why I thought when my friend Brun 


| had ſet his mark on it, it was as good as caſh. 


Moſes, No, indeed, it would not do. 
| Trip. Perhaps you could get it done by way of 


1 Jannvitv. 5 
Sit bY ver. An annuity !J—A 8 raiſe money. 


by 2onuity !-—Well faid luxery, egad. ¶Aſide. 
Moſes. Well, but you muſt inſure your lace, | 
Triþ Oh! I' infure my life if you pleaſe. 
Sit Oliver. That' 5 moie than | would your neck. 
6 | Aide. 
Tris. Well, but. I ould like to have it done be- 


4 For e this damn'd egiſtey takes place; one would not 
wich to have one's name made public. 


| Mees. | 


5 
ze 


Moſes No, certainly But i is there nothing you 
could ,depoſr: ? 


Trip. Why, there's none of my maſter's cloaths | 


u ill fall vety ſoon, I believe; but I can give a mort- 
page 0 ſome of his winter ſuits, with equity of re- 
demption before Chriſtmas—or a p obit on his blue 
and filver, Now theſe, with a few pair of point rufe 
fles, by way of ſecurity, (bell rings) coming, coming, 


Gentlemen, if you'll walk this way, perhaps 1 may 


introduce you now. —Moſes, don't forget the annuity 
' infure my place, my little fellow. 
Sir Oliver. If the man is the ſhadow of the maſter, 
this 1s the e of diſſipation indeed. 
[Exeunt Trip, Sir Oliver and Meſes, 
CHARLES, Cantioet, Sir Tosy, and Saen, 
diſcovered drinks ug. L 


. H, ha, ha, Fore Heaven you are 


OE right—the degeneracy of the age is aſtoniſhing ; 


. _FOR SCANDAL. 35 IM 


there are many of our acquaintance who are men of 


wit, genius, and ſpirit, but then they won't d:ink, 


Careleſs. True, Charles ; they ſink into the more 


ſubſtantial luxeries of the table, and quite neglect the 
bottle. 


inſtead of the mirth and humour that uſed to mantle 


over a bottle of Burgundy, their converſation is be- 
come as inſipid as the Spa water they drink, which | 


has all the Ne of nn without its Tpiftk 
or flavour. 


Sir Toby. But Abet will you fay to thoſe Who 1 


prefer, play to the bottle ?—— There's Harry, Dick, 
and Careleſs himſelf, who are under a hazard regimen. 
Charles, *Pſha{ no ſuch thing—What, would you 


train a hoiſe for the courſe by keeping him from corn? 


Let me throw upon a bottle of Burgundy and I 


Charles. Right—beſides, ſociety ſuffers by 1 it; for f 1 


never loſe; at leaſt I gever feel my loſs, and that's " I 


2 ſame tbing. 


. Gent. True; 8 is wine that determines 
if ; a man be really in love. | 


Charles. So i erf ill up a a Kare bumpers to 5 


dozen beauties, and ſhe that floats at the top, is the |! 


girl that has bewirched you. 8 2 N 


he 7 
Dre 
# P % 
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n 
2 5 


* 


36 THE SCHOOL. 
' Careleſs. But come, Charles, you have not given 
us your real favourite. 

Charles, Faith T have with- held her os in com- 
paſſion to you, for if J give her, you muſt toaſt a 
_ of her peers, which is impollible, U ighs) on 
cart | 
| Careleſs. We'll roaſt fone beathen deity, or eeleſ. 
tial goddeſs to match her. 

Charles. Why then 177 AE HH all round— 
Here s Maria Maria. —(Sighs ) | 

1 Gent. Miata A us her fir name. 

. Charles, *Pſhaw=— Hang her 6r-name, that's too 


formal to be regiſtered on love's calendar. 


1/7: Cent. Maria then.—Here's Maria, 
Sir Toby, Maria—Come, here's Maria. 
Charles. Come, Sir Toby, bave A care ; ; you muſt 
dive a beauty ſuperlative. 
Sir Toby. Then I'll give you- - Mere? 8— | 
Careleſs. Nay, never hefitate,—But Sir Toby has 
Þ a ſong, that will excuſe him. 
ee "The ſong, e og” 


N06; 3 


te s to the maiden of bluſhing fees, 
No to the widow of fifty 
Here's to the flaunting, extravagant quean, 
And then to the houſewife that's thrifty. 
Let the toaft paſs, drink to the laſs, 
I warrant Heli find an excuſe for the 5 


| Here! s to the 8 od dimples we prize, 
Now to the damfel with none, ſir 4 | 
Here's to the maid with her pair of blue eyes, 
| And now to the nymph with but one, fir. 
Let the "gy paſs, Ce. wy 


Here's to ahi maid with her doſom of ſnow, 
Now to her that's as brown as a berry ; 
Here's to the wife with her face full of woe, 
And now to the damſel that's merry. > ON 
9 Let the teoft 25 G For 


For let them be clumſy, or let them be ſlim, 


Charles we'll 180 


FOR SCAN DAL. 


Voung or ancient I care nat a feather ; 


80 fill us a bumper quite up to the brim, 


And e'en let us toaſt them together. | 
| Let the toaſt paſs, r. 


Tir enters and whiſpers CHARLES. 


Charles. Gentlemen, I muſt beg your pardon x 


(riſing) I muſt leave you upon bulineſs—Careleſs, | 


take the chair. 
Careleſs.” 
loſe you for her. 
Charles, No, upon my honour—Te. is only a Jew 
and a broker that are come by appointment. 
Careleſs, A Jew and a broker! we'll have 'em in. 
Charles. Then defire Mr. Moſes to walk in. 
Trip, And little Premium too, Sir. 
Careleſs, Aye, Moſes and Premium. 


_ Charles. 
natural ente of a man's heart, and to make them 
drink, would only be to whet their knavety. | 

Enter Sir OLIVER and Mosts. 

Walk in, Gentlemen, walk in ; Trip give chairs; 

ft down Mr. Premium, fit down Moſes. Glaſſes, 


Trip ; come, Moſes, TIM give you a ſentiment. © Here's 
Moſes, fill the gentleman a N 7 


ſucceſs to uſury.” 
Moſes. * Here's ſucceſs to uſury.” 

Car leſs. True, Charles: uſury is induſtry, and 
deſerves to ſucceed. 

Sir Oliver. T hen here's cc All the fucceſs it de- 
ſerves.” _ 
Careleſs, 
demur to the 1288 and mall drink it in a Pint bumper 
at leaſt, 

' Moſes. Oh, pray Sir, conſider Mr. Premium is a 
entleman. 

Careleſs, And therefore loves good wine, and I'll 
ſee juſtice done to the bottle.——Fill, Moſes, a quart. 

' © Charles: Pray, comment Gentlemen, Mr. Premium 
ls, a ſtranger, | 


What, this i is ſome wench—but we won t 


(Exit Trip ) 
the raſcals fome generous Burgundy. 
hang it— wine but draws forth the 


Oh, dum me, Sir, that won't do; you 
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| tte truth, and ſcorn to tell a lye. 


drink with us we'll not ſtay with them ; the dice ate in 


and come to us. 


ready, perhaps I may have occaſion for you. 


= Moſes. Mr. Premium | is a nnd of the ſtriget 


Moſes, Sir, is a very honeft fellow, but a little ow at 


J — # 
: 


ever you are miſtaken in one thing; I have no money 
to lend, but I believe I could procure you ſome from a 
friend ; but then he's a damn'd vaconſcianghys dog z is ; 
be not ' Moſes? 


| Moſes? 


-- And Sir, I muſt pay the ac, I ſuppoſe—Why 


; _ 
e 


C 
Sir Oliver, I with J was out of their company. 


. T Afide. 
Carelefe Come along, my arg i; they ck 


the next room-—You'll ſettle your buſineſs, Charles, 
Charles, Aye, aye But Careleſs, you muſt he 


Careleſs. Aye, aye, bill, bond, or annuity, tis all 
the ſame to me. [ Fil. with the reſt, 


honour and ſecrecy, and always performs what he un- 
dertakes.— Mr. Premium, this is (formelly.) 
Charles. "Plhaw ! hold your tongue My friend 


expreſſion—· I ſhall cut the matter very ſhoit 
I'm an extravagant young fellow that wants to borrow 
money ; and you, as I take it, ate a prudent old fellow 
who has got money to lend I am ſuch a fool as to 
ve fifty per cent. rather than go without it; and you, 
f ſuppoſe, ate rogue enough to take an hundred if you 
tan get it. And now we underſtand one another, and 
may. proceed to bufineſs without further ceremony. 
Sir Oliver. Exceeding frank, upon my word; I fee 
you are not a man of compliments. 
Charles, No, Sir, 
Sit Oliver. ir, J like you the better for TS 7 0g 


Moſes. Yes, but y you can't * that. 
Sir Oliver. And then, he has not the money E 
him, but wult ſell ſock at a great loſs. Muſt not he 


_ Moſes. Ves, indeed. 


Yo know I always ſpeak 
Charles, Aye, thoſe who {peak truth uſually do 


look ye, Mr. Premium, I know that money is not 10 
be had without paying for it. 4 
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gire? Lou have not any land I ſuppoſe. 


"here Yes, yes, he intends making he his heit 


| welcome dun you ever had in your life, 


FOR SCANDAL. 39 4 
sir Oliver. Well but what ſecutity could you N 


Charles Not a mole-hill, nor a twig but what 1 
rows in bow- pots out at the windows.  » FO 
Sir Oliver, Nor any ſtock, I preſume. 

Charles. None but live ſtock, and they are only a 
few pointers and ponies, —But pray, Sir, ate you ac- 

uainted with any of my connections? 

Sir Oliver; To ſay the truth I am. 

Charles, Then you. muſt have hear that I have 

a rich old uncle in India, Sir Oliver Surface, from 

whom | have the greateſt expectations. 

Sir Oliver. That you have a wealthy uncle 1 15 
beard; but how your expectations will turn out 25 
more, I believe, than you can tell, _ obs 

Charles, Oh yes, I'm told I am a tnoafttols favou- 
ite; and that he intends leaving me every thing. 

Sir Oliver, Indeed! this is the firſt [ have heard of 


It 


— Does he not, Moſes? _. 

Moſes. Oh yes, I'll take my oath of that. 8 g 
Sit Oliver. Egad they Il perſuade me prelently . 
I'm at Bengal. (Afide.) | 

_ Charles, Now, what I propoſe, Mr. Premium, is | 
to give you a poſt obit on my uncle's life, Though in- 
deed my uncle Noll has been very kind to me, ang 
upon my foul, 1 ſhall be ſincetely lorry to hear any | 4 
thing has happened to him. | 

Sir Oliver. Not more than I ſhould I aſſure you, 
But the bond you mention happens to be the work ſe- 
curity you could offer me, for I might live to be an 
hundred, and never recover the principal.  - _ 

Charles. Oh, yes you would, for the moment he 
dies, you come upon me for the money. Wh: 

Sir Oliver. Then | believe I ſhould be the moſt un- 4 


Charles. What, you are atraid, my little Premium, 

that my uncle is too good a life. 
Sir Oliver. No, indeed 1 alm not; though 1 have 
E2. | head | 


the decline, my little Premium. 


over 


Y THE SCHOOL: 


heard he's as hfalF-and as hearty,, as any man of his 
years in Chriſtendo mm. 

Cbarlet. Oh, thete you are miſ nformed. No. —uo, 
poor unele Oliver ! he breaks a ace. The climate, 
Sir, has hurt his conſtitution, and.]'m told he's ſo muck 
aitered of late, that his neareft relations don't know 


him. 


Sir Oliver, No! ha. ha, ha; fo much altered of 
late, that his neareſt relations would not know him, 
Ha, „ha, that's droll egad. 


Ch be. What you are pleaſed to hear he | is.0n 


Sir Oliver, No, I am not,——no, no, no. 

| Charles, Yes you are, for it mends your chance. 
| Sir Oliver. But I am told Sir Oliver is e 
Nay, ſome ſay he is aQually arrive. 

Charles. Oh, there you are miſinformed again 
No—no ſuch thing—he is this moment at Bengal, 
What! I muſt certainly know better than you. 

Sir Oliver. Very true, as you ſay, you muſt know 
better than I; though | have it from Ou good Jacke 
ity Have I not, Moſes? | 

Joes. Moſt undoubtedly. 

Sir Oliver. But, fir, as I underſtand you want 2 

few hundreds immediately) is there ain that > ons 


would diſpoſe of. 


Charles. How do you mean ? 
Sir Oliver. For inſtance, now; I have heard your 
father left behind him a woe Wine of maſſy old 


plate. 


© Charles, Yes, . N is gone long ogo—oſes 


can inform you how, better than I can”, 
Sit Oliver. Good lack! all the family race cups, 


and corporation bowls gone! ( Afide ) It was alſo ſup- 


poted, that his library was one of the moſt valuable 


and compleat. 


Charles, Much too large 5 valuable for a private 
gentieman : for my part, | was always of a commu— 
nicative diſpoſition, and ought: it a pity to Keep ſo 
much knowledge to en 


sir 


Why !——what ! 


| praiſer, if WE Want one. 
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Sir Oliver, Mercy on me] knowledge that has run 
in the family, like an heir-loom. (Afide.) And pray, 
how may they have been diſpoſed of ? 
| Charles. O You muſt aſk the Auctioneer that—— 
I don't believe even Moſes can diie& you there. 


Moſes. No——1 never meddle with books. 

Sir Oliver. The profligate ! (A de) And is there 
nothing! you can Mpoe ö 

Charles. Nothing unleſs. you have a taſte for 


old ſamily baures, I have a whole room full of 


anceſtors above ſtairs. 


Sir Oliver. Why, ture you would not fel your || 


telatious! 
Charles. Every ſoul of them to the bet bidder. 
Sir Oliver, Not your great uncles and aunts. 
Charles. Aye, and my yr fathers and grand - 
1 
Sir Oliver. Tl never forgive him this (46 de) 
Do you take me for Shylock in 
the play, to faiſe money from me on your own. fleth 


and blood, 
Charles. Nay, dane be in a paſſion "wy hene ; 


premium; what i is it to 9988 if you have your money 's 
worth. 3, 


Sir Oliwer. That 8 very true, as you fay——Well, 
well, I believe I can diſpoſe of the family canvas. 


Ml never forgive him this. 14 de; BE 


Enter CARELESS. 
Careleſs. Come, Charles, what the devil are you 
doing ſo long with the broker we are waiting for 


your: >. 
© Charles. Oh! Careleſs, you are jut come in time, 
we are to have a ſale above ſtairs I am [ yong to 
fell all my anceſtors to little Premium, 


_ Careleſs, Burn your Anceſtors. 


Charles. No, no, he may do that afterwards if he 
will. But Careleſs, you ſhall be auctioneer. 
Careleſs. With all my heart, I handle a hammer 


as well as a dice dox- 
Charles, Bravo !- 


E z | | l. «les, 


And Moſes, you ſha be ap 


— 
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Moſes, Ves, I'll be the apptaiſe. 
dit Oliver, Oh the piofligate! 46, te. 
Charles But what's the matter, mylittle Premium? 


Vou don't ſeem to reliſh this buſineſs. 


Sit Oliver. (Aﬀedting to laugh) Oh, yes [. go; 
valtly ; ha, ha, ha, I- Oh as prodigal! LA de. 
_ Charles. Very true; for when a man wants money, 
who the devil can he make free with if he can't with 
his own relations. | [Exit, 
dir Oliver. ( Following.) Tu never forgive bim. 
„ End Y the TRIAp AcT. | 


——_— ——— 


TS T rw. 


Enter Cnanres, Sir Oliven, cuaklEIs, 40d 

Moses. . 

n oy : 

ALK in, gentlemen, walk in; here they 2 are 

the family of the Surfaces up to the Conqueſt. 

Sir Olider. And, in my on a 70 collec: 
tion., 

Charles. Aye, there. they are, done in the true 


ſpirir and ſtyle of portrait painting, and not like your 


modern Raphael's, who will make your piQure inde- 
pendent of yourſelf no, the great merit of theſe are, 


the inveterate likeneſs they bear to the originals. All 


ſtiff and aukward as they were, and like nothing 1 


human nature beſides. 


Sir Oliver. Oh, we fall never ſee ſuch figures of 


men again. 


Charles. 1 hope not- fo fee; Mr. Premium, 
what a domeſtic man I am; ; here I ſit of an evening 


| ſurrounded by my anceſtors——But come, Jet us pro» 


ceed to buſineſs— To your pulpit Mr. Auctioneer 


Ob, here's a great chair of my father 8. that ſeems fit | 


for nothing elſe. 
Careleſs, The very thing—but heh hall 1 'do for 
a hammer, Charles ? An auctioncet 18 nothiog without 


A hammer, 


56 — 15 2 5 | Carts, 


5 
1 
; 

0 


FOR SCANDAL + Þ 


Charles. A hammer! (looking round) lets ſee, what 
have we here—Sir Richard, heir to. Robert—a genea- 


logy in full, egad Here, Careleſs, you fhall have 


no common bit of mohogany ; here's the family tree, 


and now you may knock down my anceſtors with their | 


own pedigree. 
Sir Oliver. What an unnatural rogue he MOR! 
An expoſt- facto paracide. (Afide) | 

Careleſs. Gad, Charles, this is lucky, for? it wilt 
not only ſerve for a hammer, but a N too if 
we ſhould want it. 


Charles. True Come, here's my great. uncle Sir 4 
Richard Ravelin, a marvelous good general in his day, . # 
He ferved in all the Duke of Marlborough's wars, 
and got that cut over his eye at the battle of Malpla- 


quet -He is not dreſſed out in feathers like our 

modern captains, but enveloped in wig and regimentals, 

as a general ſhould be. What ſay you Mr. Premium * ? 
Moſes. Mr. Premium would have you ſpeak. 


Charles. Why, you ſhall have him for ten pounds, if 


and I'm ſure that's cheap enough for a ſtaff officer. 
Sir Oliver. Heaven deliver me! his great uncle Sir 


Richard going for ten pounde—(jde)—Well, Sir, Þ 
take him at that price. 


Charles. Cateleſs, knock down my uncle Richard. 
Careleſs. Going, going a. going gone. 


Charles. This is a maiden fiſter of his, my gread 
_ aunt Deborah, done by Kneiler, thought to be one of 
his beſt. pictures, and eſteemed a very formidable like- 
neſs. There ſhe fits, as a ſhepperdeſs feeding her 


flock. You ſhall have her for five pounds ten. I'm 


| ſure the ſheep are worth the money. a 


Sir Oliver, Ah, poor aunt Deborah! a woman 


that fer ſuch a value on herſelf, going for five pounds 


ten- (Afde)—— Well, fir, ſhe's mine. 

| Charles Kaock Go my aunt Deborah, Careleſs, 

| Careleſs. Gone. 

Charles, Here are two 98 ns of theirs— Moſes, 
theſe pictutes were done when n. wore. perewigs, 
and ladies. their own hair. 3 

wig 


* — —— —— — Y— 9 


„ e _ &- 4.50 D 
— ＋ A. » TI ry \ : * 
»# N att 
1 * 7 5 a pu * - * 


and take all on this 
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Sir Oliver, Ves, truly head dreſſes ſeem to bare 
been ſomewhat lower in thoſe days, 

Charles, Here's a grand father of my mother” $, 4 
judge well known on the WEners « circuit. What ea 
you give for him. 

Myjſes. Four guineas. $2.4 

Charles. Four guineas! why you don't bid Als: 
price of his wiz. Premium, you have med reſpe& 
for the Wool Sack, do fer me knock. hin ere at 
fifteen. R | 

Sir Oliver. By all means. 


Careleſs, Gone. | 
. Charles, Here are two r William and 


* 


Walter Blunt, Eſqrs both members of parliament, and 


great ſpeakers; and what's very extraordinaty, I 
believe this is che ficſt ti tune they were ever bought: or 
ſold. | 

Sir Oliver. That's very extrnordinary,. indeed !— 
Il take them at your: own price, for the honou of 
parliament, 

Charles. Well faid "RFP I | 

Lareleſs, Til kneck 'em down at forty pounds—— 
Going——going-——gone. | 

Charles. Here's a jolly, portly fellow; 1 don't 
kiow what relation he is to the family, but he was 
formerly mayor of Norwich, let's knock him down at 
eight pounds. 5 

Sir Oliver. No. I think fix is enough dere yer, 

Charles. Come, come, make it uineas, and Ill 
throw you the two aldermen into the . 


Sir Oliver. They are mine. 


Charles. Careleſs, n ce the mayor and 
aldermen, | 
Careleſs, Gone. 1 5 
Charles. Bute hang it, we ſhall be all day at this 
rate; come, come, give me three hundred pounds, 
10 de the room in a lump——That 
will be the beſt way. 
Sir Oliver. Well, well, any thing to accomodate 
ou; they are mine. = But tbere's one portrait you 
— — Patſed over. 
| Care lfu. 


" - - * . —_ 2 ** 
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alive. 


you I won't part with it, and there's an end on't. 


FOR SCANDAL. 


- Careleſs. What, that little ill- looking fellow over 
the ſettee. 

Sir Oliver, Yes, Sir, 'tis that 1 ene I 
don't think him ſo ill- looking a fellow by any means. 

Charles. That's the picture of my uncle Oliver 


| Before he went abroad it was done, and is eſteeme 8 b 


a very great likeneſs, 
Careleſs, That your vncle Oliver! Then in my 
opinion you will never, be friends, for he is one of the 


moſt ſtern looking rogues I ever beheld ; he has an un- 
forgiving eye, and a damn'd; difinheriting countenance. 


Don't you think ſo, little Premium? ry 


Sir Oliver, Upon my ſoul I do not, fir; 1 think i it 9 


as honeſt a looking face as any in the room, dead or 
But 1 ſuppoſe your uncle Oliver 1. with 
the reſt of the lumber. 

Charles, No, hang it, the old gentleman has been 


very good to me, ns PI! keep his picture as long as I | $ | 
| have a room to put it in. 


F. 


Sir Oliver. The rogue's my i bel after all 


; forgive him every thing. (4/4 de) But fir, I have ſome 9 


how taken a fancy to that picture. 
Charles, I am ſorry for it, maſter broker, for you 


certaialy won't have it.— What the! devil, have you not k 
got enough of the family? 1 


Sir Oliver. 1 forgive bim every thing. (4454S 
Look, fir, I am a\ ſtrange fort of a fellow, Fo when 


1 take a whim in my head I don't value money: I'll 


gire you as much for that as for all the reſt. 1 
_ Charles. * Prythee don't be troubleſome——1 ſt 5 


Sir Oliver. How like his father the dog is——1 
did not perceive. it before, but I think ] never law ſo 
ſtrong a reſemblance. (Afide.) Well, fir, beie's a draft 
for your ſum. (Giving a bill.) 

| Charles, Why this bill is for eight hundred ———_ 

Sir Oliver, You'll not let Sir Oliver go, chen. 

Charles. No, ] tell you, once for all. i 

dir Ol iber. Then never mind the difference, we'll 


balance that ſome other time—— But give me your | 
hang, Ae i) you are a damu'd honeſt tellow, 


8 tarles 
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Charles 0 lord! 1 beg pardon, Sit, for being fo. 
free—— Come along Moſes, _ 

Charles, But hark'ye, Premium, you'll. provide | 
Bood lodgings for theſe gentlemen, (Going. 

Sit Oliver, I'll ſend for 'em in a day or two. 
Charles, And pray let it be a genteel conveyance, 
for I aſſure you molt of em have been uſed to > ride in 
their own carriages, 

Sir Oliver, I will for all but e Oliver. 

* Charles. Fa or all but the honeſt little Nabob. 

Sir Oliver. You are fixed on that. oY 

Charles. Peremptorily, 

Sir Oliver. Ah the dear extravagant dog! ! (Afide.) 


Good day, Sir. Come, Moſes. Nor let me ſee 
who dares call him profligate. [Exit with Moſes, 


Careleſs, Why, Charles, this is the very prince of 


Brokers. 


Charles. 1 wonder whete Moſes got acquainted 


* with ſo honeſt a fellow. —But, Careleſs, ſtep into the 


company; II wait on you preſently, I fee old Rowley 
coming. | 


Careleſs. But bark'ye, Charles, don t let that fellow 


| make you part with any of that money to diſcharge 


muſty old debts. Tradeſmen, you know, are the moſt 4 


n people in the world. 


Charles, True, and paying them would ooly be et | 


couraging them. 


Careleſs, Well, ſettle your buſineſs, * make what 


hafte you can. eExit. 
Carles. Eight hundred pounds ! Two thirds of this 
are mine by right Five hundred and thirty odd pounds 


—Gad, I never knew till now, that my anceſtors were 
fuchs valuable acquaintance.—Kind ladies and gentle- 


| men, I am your very mach obliged, and moſt gratefl 


humble lervant. (Bowing to the pictures * 
Enter RowWIE V. 


4 Ah! old Rowley, you are juſt coine in time to take 


leave of your old acquaintance. 
Rowley, Yes, ſir; | heard they were going. But 


| how can you ort ſuch . under all your miſ⸗ 
y er | 


| Char les. 


— 


. FOR SCANDAL To 
Charles. That's the cauſe, Maſter Rowley; my 
inisforcunes are ſo many, that I can't afford to part 


with wy fpirits, 


Rowley, And can you really take leave of yout 


anceſtors with ſo much unconcern. 


Charles. Unconcern! What, I. ſuppoſe you are ſur- 
prized that I am not more ſorrowful at loſing the com- 


pany of ſo many worthy friends. It is very diſtreſſing 


to be ſure; bur you ſee, wy never move a-mulcle, 


| then why the Devil ſhould I ? 
Rowley, Ah, dear Charles Jon 


Char les. But come, I have no time for trifling = 
hers, take this bill and get it changed, and carry an 
hundred pounds to poor Stanley, or we. ſhall have 
ſomebody call that has a better right to it. 


Rowley, Ah, Sir, I with you would remember the 


Proverb — 


Charles. Be juſt before you are | generous * 
Why ſo I would if 1 could, but juſtice is an old, lame, 
bobbling beldam, and I can't get her to * pace with 


| genero ity for the ſoui of me. 


Rowley. Do, dear fir, reflect, 7 
Cbarles. That's very true, as you fay—but Rowley, 


while I have, by Heavens Tl give—ſo damn your mo- 


— and away to old Stanley with the money. Rwy 
5 And Enter Sir OflIlvkxK and Moss. 
Moſes. Well, Sir, I think, as Sir Peter ſaid, you 
have ſeen Mr, Charles i in all his glory tis great pity | 
he's ſo extravagant, . | 


Sir Oliver. True—but he would not ſell: wy; pic- 
ture — | 
| Moſes. And loves wine and women ſo much. 

Sir Oliver. But he would not {ell my picture. 

AAaſes. And ga I mes ſo deep. 

Sir Oliver, But he would not ſell my pifture,— 
Oh, here comes Rowley. 

Enter RowLEv. 
Real. Well. Sir, I find you have made a pur- 


chaſe, 


Sir — 9 Ves, our young rake has parted with 
his anceſtors like old tapeſtry,” 


Rowley 


— 
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' Rowley, And he has commiſſioned me to return yon 
an hundred pounds of the purchaſe money, but under 
your fictitious character of old Stanley. I faw a taylor 
| and two boſiers dancing attendance, who, I know, will 
go unpaid, and the hundred pounds would juſt fatisfy 
them. ONE ts VVV . 
Sir Oliver. Well, well, I'll pay his debts and his 
benevolence too — But now, Pm no mote a broker, 
and you ſhall introduce me to the elder brother as old 
Stanley. 3 „ 


Enter Tay, 


Trip. Gentlemen, Pm ſorry I was not in the way 
to thew you out. Hark'ye Moſes, [Exit with Moſes, 
Sir Oliver. There's a fellow, now—Will you be. 
heve it, that puppy intercepted the Jew on our coming, 
and wanted to raiſe money before he got to his maſter, 
Rowley, Indeed! %% go 
Sir Oliver, And they are now planning an annuity 
buſineſs— Oh, Mafter Rowley, in my time ſervants 
were content with the follies of their mafters, when 
they were wore a little threadbare ; but now they have 
their vices, like their birth-day cloaths, with the gloſs 
F: On. IE EI Ir wo Dh ethos e 


#' - SCENE the Apartments of Jos zen SURFacE. 


| Ecrłlnuter Josern and a SERVANT. 


% +; 


/ OT ra i ee 
Jyoſepb. I wonder ſhe did not write if ſhe could not 
come —I hope Sir Peter does not ſuſpect me But 
Charles's diſſipation and extravagance are great points 

in my favour (Knocking at the door )—See if it is her, 
Serwant. *Tis Lady Teazle, Sir; but ſhe always 
orders her chair to the Milliner's in the next ſtreet. 


4 Joſeph. Then draw that ſcreen—my oppoſite neigh- 
bour is a maiden lady of ſo curious a temper—You nee 
not wait. (Exit Servant )—My Lady Teazle, I'm 
1 9 A | 

* - 
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afraid begins to ſuſpect my attachment to Maria ; but 


| ſhe muſt not be acquainted, with that ſecret wt . have | 
her more in my power. 


„ Enter LA Terzit. 

L. Teasle. What, ſentiment in ſoliloquy Have 
you been very impatient now? Nay, you lock ſo slave, 
—| aiſure you | came as ſoon as I could. 

Foſeph. Oh, Madam, purQuality is a ſpecies of 
conſtancy a very unfaſhionable cuſtom among ladies. 

L. Teazle. Nay, now you wrong me; tm ſure 
you'd pity we If you knew my fituation—{both ft ).— 
dir Peter really grows 10 peeviſh, and fo ill natured, 
there's no enduring him; J and then, to ſuſpect nie view 


Cha les. 5 


Jaſepb. I'm glad wy: ſeandalous friends keep up that 
report. (fire, 
Li Teazle For my part, ] wiſh Sir Peter to let 
Maria marry him—Wou'dn'! you Mr. Surface? | 
Joſeph. (Aſide) Indeed | would not.—Oh, to be 


ſue; and_then my dear Lady Teazle would be con- 


vinced how groundleſs her ſuſpicions were, of wy hav- 
ing any thoughts of the filly girl. 
L. Teasle. Then, there's my friend Lady Sneer- 


weil has propagated malicious ſtories about me—and 


what's very provoking, all roo without the leaſt foun- 
dation, 


Joſeph. Ah! there's the miſchief; for when A 


ſcandalous ſtory is believed againſt ane, there's no com- 


fort like the conſciouſneſs of having deſerved it. 

L. Teasle. And to be continually cenſured and ſuf- 
pected, when I know the i integrity of my own heart— 
it WoL almoſt prompt me to give him ſome grounds 


5. Certtiniy.fot when a Beben grows ſuſ- 
picious, and withdraws his confidence from his wife, it 
then becomes a part of her duty to endeavour to out- vit 
bim,—You owe it to the natural privilege of your ſex. 

IL. Teagle Indeed! 

Joſephb. Oh yes; for your 1 ſhould never be 
deceived in you, and you ought to be frail i in compli- 
ment to his diſcernment, | 

L. Teal 


N 


nocence — 
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I. Teazle. This is the neweſt doQtine. 
Toſeph Very wholeſome, believe me. : 
2 Teasſe. So, the only way to prevent kis ſuſpi- 
cions, is to give him cauſe for them. 
FJoſeßpb. Certainly. | | \ 
L. Teagle. But chen, the conſciouſneſs of my In 
. Foſeph. Ah, my dear Lady Teazle, * tis that con- 
ſcioulvels of your innocence that ruins you. —W hat is 
it that makes you imprudent in your conduct, ard 
careleſs of the cenſures of the world? The conſciouſ- 
neſs of your innocence. W hat is it makes you regaid- 
leſs of forms, and inattentive to your huſband's peace ? 
—W hy, the cor ſcioufneſs of your innocence. Now, 
my dear Lady Teazle, if you could only be prevailed 
upon to make a trifling faux-pas, you can't e 
how circumſpect you would grow. 
IL. Teaz!e Do you think ſo? 
Jeſelll. Depend upon it Your caſe at preſent, 
my deaf Lady Teazle, reſembles that of a perſon in a 


| plethori—you are ablolutely dying of too much health. 


L. Teazle, Why, indeed, if my eee, — 
be convinced. 


Go/eph, Your underflanding oh yes, your un- 


ane ing Ho li be convinced. Heaven forbid that! 


ſnould peituade you to any thing you thought wrong, 
No, no, | have too much honour for that. 

L. Teaz!e. Don't you thiuk you may as well leave 
Ronour out of the queſtion ? ? (Both riſe.) 


Jaſipb. Ab, I fee, Lady Teazle, 5 effeQs of 


Your 7 education ſtill remain. 


L. Teaz!e They do, indeed, and 1 Lenin to fad | 


myſelf 3 and if 1 ſhould be brought to act 
wrong, it would be ſogner froin Sir Peter's. i} treat- 


ment of we, than tiom Foo Manger logic, I af- 
fure you, 


Fejepb. Then by this hand, Which is ads of | 
— (kneeling, a Servant enters. What do Fou want 
you ſcoundtel? 


Servant. | dew 1 —1 thovghe you would 
- 77715. 


not chuſe Si. Peter ſhould come up. 


FOR: SCANDAL 1 
177 Sir Peter! | : 
Teazle, Sir Peter | Oh, Pin aodpne What 
mall T do ? Hide me ſomewhere, good Mr. Logic. bi 
Foſepb. Here, here, behind this ſcreen, (She runs || 
behind the ſcreen) and now teach me a book. ( its 
4 wn and reads 
Enter Sir Perzu. 
dir Petey. Aye, there he is, ever impioving him- | 
ſelf =Mr, Surface, Mr. Surface, 1 
Jeſepb. ( Aeching to gape ) Oh, Sir Peter II re- | 
joice to ſee you—l was got over a ſleepy book here 
I am vaſtly glad to ſee you—el thank you for this call | 
I believe you have not been here f nce I finiſhed my 
library —Books, books you know, are the only thing [ 3 
am a coxcomb in. | 
dit Peter, Very pretty, indeed ,—why even your 1 
ſcreen is a ſource of e round with |] 
maps I ſee, _ 
Jiſeph. Yes, I hd great uſe in that ſcreen. 4 
Sit Peter, Yes, yes, ſo you muſt when you want te || 
God any thing in a hurry. 1 
Toſeph. Yes, or to hide any thing i in a hurry Ade. 1 
Sir "Sp * my dear friend, I want to have 
8 ſome private talk with you. i 


L | Foſeph, You need not wait, [Exit Servant. 1 
* Sir Peter, Pray fit down (both fit) — My deat || 
friend, I want to impart to you ſome of my diſtteſſes 
e ln mort, Lady Teazle's behaviour of late has given 
me very great uneaſineſs. She not only dillipates and 
f deſtroys my fortune, but I have ſtrong reaſons to — 
: lieve ſhe has formed an attachment elſewhere. oF 
d Fofe h 1 am unhappy to hear it, — 
et . Sit Peter, Yes, and between you | and me, | W = 
t- lieve I have diſcovered the perſon, — 
. 5% b. You alarm me exceedingly. _ 
. Sir Peter. I knew you would ſympathize with me 14 
of Jaſepb. Believe me, Sir Peter, ſuch a diſcovery % 
ut would affect me—jult as much as it does you. 1 
Sir Peter. What a hap! nels to have a friend welt 
Id can truſt, even with our family ſectets—Can't vob . 
wig i goeſs who i it is? „5 Ft 
H. | 285 95 F 2 70% 
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mult not make it public, people would talk 


\ * 
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Joſeph, I havn't the moſt diſtant. idea. —1. can't be 


Sir Benjamin Backbite. 


Sir Peter. No, no,— What do You think of Charles! 

_ Tefeh. My brother! impoſſible I can't think he 
ould be capable of fuch baſeneſs and ingratitude. 

"Si Peter. Ah, the goodneſs of your own mind 

makes you flow to believe ſuch villainy. 

Foſeph, Very true, Sir Peter, —The man who is 

conſcious of the integrity of his own heart, is ever flow 


to credit another's batencis: 


Sit Peter. And yet, that the fon of my old friend 
thoulc practice againſt the honour of my family. 
Joſeph. Aye, there's the caſe, Sir Peter. — When in- 


grtatitude barbs the dart of | 1 ho the wound feels 
| double (mart. 


Sir Peter. What noble ſentiments! —HS never 
uſed a ſentiment, ungrateful boy! that J acted as 
guardian to, and who was brought up under my eye; 
and I never in my life refuſed him my advice; 
© Foſeph. I don't know, Sit Peter,,——he may be ſuch 
a man—if it be to, he is no longer a brother of mine; 
F renounce him. I diſclaim him. For che man who 
can break through the laws of hoſpitality, and ſeduce 
the wife or daughter of his friend, deſerves” to be 


branded as a peſt to ſociety. 


Sir Peter, And yet, Joſeph, if I was to make it. 


public, I ihould only be Fes and laughed at. 


Joſeph. Why, that's very true No, vo, v 


Sir Peter, Talk, 


they'd ſay it was all my own 


| Galt; an old doating batchelor, to marry a young 
giddy girl. They'd paragraph me in the news papers, 
and make ballads on me 


Fojeph And yet, Sit Peter, 1 can't think that my 
Lady Teazle's honour a | 


Sir Peter. Ah; my dear fie, W 8 ber 3 | 


71 oppoſed againſt the flattery of a handſome young 
1 — {ut Joſeph, the has been upbraiding me ß 


ate, that I- have not made her a ſettlement; and 1 


| | | link, in our laſt quarrel, ſhe told we ſhe ſhould not 
1 de very ſorry it I was dead. Now, | have brought 


drafts 
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drafts of two deeds for your peruſal, and ſhe ſhall 
find, if J was to die, that | have not been unatcentive 
to her welfare while living- By the one, ſhe will enjoy 
eight hundred pounds a vear during my lite; and by 
the other, the bulk of my fortune after my death. | 

Tiſeph. This conduct is truly generous. — ] with 
it mayn't corrupt my pupil. [ 4/ide. 
Sir Peter, But I would not have her as yet ac- 
quainted with the leaſt maik of my tection, + 
Tofeph. Nor! if I could help it. [Afide. 
dir Peter. And now I have unburthened mylelt to 
you, let us talk over your affair with Maria. 
 Fofſeph. Not a ſyllable upon the ſubje& now. 
(alarmed) Some other time; I am too much affedded 
by your affairs, to think of my own. For, the man 
who can think of his own happineſs, while his friend's 
in diſtreſs, deſerves to be bunted as a monſter t9 
ſociety. 5 Fl | 
Sir Peter. I am . of your affetion for her. 
Joſeph. Let me entreat you, Sir Peter-——— 
Sir Peter. And though you are fo averſe to La ady 
Teazle s know iog it, | >ſure you ſhe is not VOUr eneniy, 
and | am ſenſibly chagrined 1 vou have made nv further 


progreſs, 
Jess h. Sir peter, I muſt not hear vou — Fe | 
man who- (Enter Servant). What do you want 
fir: ah? 1 | 


Servant. Your bro: her, Sir, is at the door talking 
1 he lays he knows you are at home, 
that Sir Peter is with you, and he mult fce you. 
sfeph: Im not at home. : 
| Sir Peter. Ves, yes, you ſhall he at home ” 
Jaſepb. (After fume befilution) Vety well, * tim | 
come up. [Lai vet vant, 
dir Peter. Now, Joſeph, Il” hide myſelf, and do 
ydu tax him about the,atffair with my Lacy Teazle, 
and ſo draw the ſecret fiom him. _ | 5 
Joſeph. O fye !. Sit Peter,. what, join in 2 
plot to trepan my brother! | 
Sir. Peter. Oh aye, to ſerve your friend ;—befi. les, 
if he is innocent, as you lay he is, it will give him an 


T3 opportunity 


— * 


— 
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' Hark, I hear him coming- 


2 5 . 1 LO 2 
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opportunity to clear bimſelf, and make me very happy. 


Where ſhall ! go ? —— 
Behind this ſcreen—— What the devil! here has been 
one liſtner already, for Il ſwear faw a petticoat. 


Joſeph. Afeding to laugh ) It's very ridiculous— 


Hal ha! ha -a ridiculous alt. indeed—ha! ha! ha! 
— Hark ye, Sir Peter, (pulling him afide.) though 


T hold a man of intrigue to be a moſt deſpicable cha- 
racter, yet you know it does not follow, that one is 


to be an abſolute Joſeph either, Hark ye, tis a little 


French Milliner, who calls upon me ſometimes, and 
hearing you were coming, and having ſome charaQter 


to loſe, fhe flipped behind the ſcreen. 


Sir Peter. A French Milliner! (ſmiling ) Cunning 


rogue! Joſeph— Sly rogue hut zZounds, the 


Has over heard every thing that bes paſſed about my 
wife. | 


Toſeph, Oh, never fear——Take my word it t will 


never go farther for her. 


Sir Peter. Won't it? 
Joſeph. No, depend upon it. 
dir Peter, Well, well, if it will go no furt}; er— 


i But—where ſhall Þ hide myſelf? 


Joſeph. Here, here, flip into this cloſer, and you 


may over- hear every word. 
L. Teazls: Can I fteal away. / Peeping. 2: 
Joſeph. Huſh |! huſh! don't ſtir. 
Sit Peter. Joſeph, tax him home. (Ering) 
Je ſeph. In, in, my dear Sir Peter. 
IL. Teasle. Can't you lock the cloſet door ? 
Joſepb. Not a word you'll be diſcoveted. 
Sir Peter. Joſeph, don't ſpare him 
Joſeph. Fot * s ſake lie cloſe- A pretty 
fituation 1 am in, to part man and wife in this manner, 
[Afide; 
Ur Peer You! re ſure the little French Milliner 
won't blab. 


0 Enter ea e 

Charles. Why, how now, brother, your fellow. 
denied you, they ſaid you were not at home.- 
What, have you had a Jew ot a wench with you? 


22 
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Poſe h. Neither, brother, neither. | 
Charles. But where's Sir Peter? I thought he was 
with you. | 
Foſeph. He was, brother; but hearing you was 
coming, he left the houſe, | 
Charles, What, was the old fellow afraid I wanted 
to borrow money of him. 
Foſepb. Borrow! no, brother; but Tam ſorry to 
hear you have 18 that worthy man cauſe for great 
uneaſineſs. ü 
| Charles. Ves, I am told 1 do that to a great many 
worthy men-——But how. do you mean brother? 
 Foſeph. Why, he thinks you have endeavoured to 
alienate the affections of Lady Teazle. 
Charles. Who, ] alienate the affedtions of Lady 
Teazle! 
unjoltly. Whats libs the old gentleman found out that 
[3 he has got a young wife, or wint is worſe, has the 
Lady found out that ſhe has got an old huſband. 
Joſeph. For ſhame, brother. 


. 


Charles. Tis true, I did once ſu! at her Ladyſkip 


— Had a partiality for me, but upon my ſoul never gave 


her the leaſt el couragement; for, you. know, my attach- 


uw ment was to Mlaria. 


Joſebb. This will 26k Sir Peter extremely happy 


T 2985 not have been baſe enough- — 
Charles Why, look ye, Joſeph, I hope I ſhall never 
deliberately do a diſhonourable_aQtion ; but if a pretty 


a man old enough to be her father— N. 
ty -Foſeph; "What enn 


er. 8 Why then, I believe I [as 


le. occaſion to borrow a little of your morality, brother, 
cr Joſeph. Oh fie, brother—The man who can jeſt.— 
Charles. On. that's very true, as you were going 
to obſerve.——But Joſeph, do you know that iy 
6 ſurprized at vb ſuſpecting me with Lady Teazle, 
— thought you was always the favourite chere. | 


th Me! 


55. es Charles | 


Upon my word he accuſes me very 


Bat if the had a partiality tor you, ſure you 


Woman ſhould purpoſely throw herſelf in my way, 
and that pretty woman ſhould happen to be married to 


aln 


e 
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Charles, Why yes, 1 have ſeen» you exchange ſuch 


: ſignificant glances 


Foſeph. pfſhaw ! 

Charles, Yes I have; and don't you remember 
when | 11 in here, ard caught you and her at 

Teſeph. | muſt ſtop him (Aide) (Stops his mouth) 
Sir beter has over heard every word that you have ſaid, 

Charles. Sir Peter! where is he What, in the 


| cloſet——— Foregad I'll have him out. 


 Foſeph. No, no. (Stopping bim.) 
Char les. _ 1 will—Sir Peter Teazle come into court, 
Enter Sir PETER, | 
What, my old 88 turn inquiſitor, and take 
evidence in cog. 
Sir Peter, Give me your 1 own, my dear 


"hoy, I have ſuſpected veu wrongfully ; but you maſt 
not be angry with Joſeph, it was all my plot, and. 
ſhall think of you as long as I live tor what 1 over- 


heard. | 
Char Jes. Then tis well you did not kear more. Is 
it not, Joſeph? 
Sir Peter. What you would have retorted on Joſe ph, 


would you. 


Charles, And yet you might as well bare ſuſpefed 


him as me. Might not he Joſeph? 


| „Enter SERVANT. - 
Servant. 1 'biſpering Joſeph) Li dy Soeerwell, 
Sir, is joſt coming up, and tays the muſt ſee ou. 
Jaſepb. Gentſemen, muſt. beg your pardon, I 
bave company waiting far me, 8 me leave. to con- 


duct you cown ſtairs. 


Charles No, no, ſpeak to 'em in anot ther room; 


J have not ſeen Sir Peter a wont while, and 1 want to 
talk with him. 


Joſeph. Well, PII SY away the ge and return 


immediately. Sir Peter, not a word of the little 
French Milliner. _  [Afide, and Exit. 


Sir Peter. Ah,; Charles, what a pity it is you don't 


page more with your-brother, we might then have 


me hopes of your reformation ; ; he's a young man of 
uch 


Fake nothing of it, I e! vou a perfectly underſtand 
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ſuch ſentiments.— Ah, there s nothing in the world ſo 
noble as a man of ſentiment: 
Charles, Oh, he's too moral by half; 98 ſo appre- 
henſive of his good name, that, | dare ſay, he wound 
as ſoon let a prieſt into his houſe as a wench. 

Sir Peter, No, no, you accuſe him wrongfully 
Tho” Joleph is not a rake, he is no faint. 

Charles. Oh! a perfect anchorite—a young Perit. 


Sir Peter. Huſh, huſh; don't abuſe him, or he may 


chance to hear of it again. 
Charles. Why, you won't tell him, will you? 
Sir Peter, No, no, but. have a great mind to 


tell him ( Aſide)— (Seems lo heſitate Hark ye, Charles, 


have you a mind for a laugh at Joſeph? 


Charles, I ſhould like it of all things—let's have N. 
Sir Peter. Gad I'll tell him I' be even with Jo- 
(al. 
Hark'ye, Charles, he had a girl with him when called. 


ſeph for diſcovering me in the cloſet. 


Charles. Who, Joſeph ! impoſſible! 


Sir Peter, Yes, a little French Milliver, (takes him 


to the front) and the beſt of the joke | is, ſhe is now in 
the room. 
Charles. The devil ſhe n= Where ? 
Sir Peter. Huth, huſh—behind the ſcreen, . 
Charles. Þ'll have her out. 
Sir Peter, No, no, no, no. 
Charles, Yes. 
Sir Peter. No. 
Charles, By the Lord I will.—So now for't. 


Both run up to the ſereen—ſcreen falls, at the ſame 


* 


time [OSEPH enters. 
Charles. Lady Teazle, by all that's wonderf 
Fir Peter. Lady Teazle, by all that's horrible! 1 \ 
Charles. Sir Peter, this is the ſmarteſt little French * 
Milliner I ever faw.—But pray what's the meaning of 
all this? You ſeem to have been playing at hide and 
eek here, and for my part, I don't know who's in or 
who's out of the ſecret.— Madam, will you pleaſe to 
plain? Not a word !—]33rother, is it you: pleafure to 
luſtrate ?—Morality dumb too !—Well, though L can 


one 


S4, * N 


one another, good folks, and fo I'll leave you. Bro. 


every thing to your ſatisfaction. 


e e 
 ſhe—thac I-—might explain what theſe pretenſions 
 were—And—hearing you were coming—and—as I ſaid 
5 e e the jealouſy of your temper—ſhe— 


— This i is a full and clear account of the whole affair. 


ſay the Lady will vouch for the WO” of — 8 word 
it, 


that gentleman has been ſaying. 


u ſpeak for myſelf. 
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ther, I am ſorry you have given that worthy man fo 
much cauſe for uneaſineſs—Sir Peter, there's nothing 
in the world ſo noble as a man of ſentiment. ——Ha, ha, 
pa! [ Exit, 
_ Foſeph. E Peter, norwichſtanding appearances are 
zgainſt me—if —if vou'tl give me leave—III erplaa 


Sit Peter. If you pleaſe, Sic. 

12 Lady Teazle knowing my—Lad y Tee 

ſay—knowin ng.my pretenſions— to your ward—Maria 
eazle—1 ſay—knowing the jealouſy of 

my—of your temper—ſhe called in here—in order that 


my Lady Teazle—I ſay went behind the ſcreen—and 


Sir Peter, A very clear account truly! and I dare 


Lady 7 eagle. ( Advancing.) For not one \ yllable, 
Sir Peter. 

Sir Peter. What the devil! don' t you thiok it worth 
your while to agree in the lie. 

L. Teazle. There's not one word of truth i in want 


Joſeph. Zounds, Madam, you won't ruin me. 
L. Teazle. Stand out of the way, Mr. Hyper 


Sir Peter, Aye, aye, —let her alone—ſhe'l make a 


better ſtory of it than you dic. 1 


I. Teazle | came here with no intention of ligen 
ing to his addreſſes to Maria, and even ignorant of hill at 


8 pretenſions; but ſeduced by his inſidious arts, at lead 


to liſten to his addreſſes, if not to ſacrifice bis honour w 


as well as my own, to his unwarrantable deſites. ſp 
Sir Peter. Now 1 believe the truth is coming 1 
deed. | ſui 
* pb. What! is the woman mad? te 


L. Teasle. No, fir, the has recovered her ſenſe to 
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Sir Peter, Icannot expect you will credit me; but the 
tenderneſs you expreſſed for me, when I am certain you 
did not know 1 was within hearing, has penetrated ſo 
deep into my ſoul, that could I have eſcaped the mor- 
tification of this diſcovery, my future life ſhould have 
convinced you of my ſincere repentance. As for that 
ſmooth-tongued hypocrite, who would have ſeduced 

the wife of his too ciedulous friend, while he pre- 
tended an honourable paſſion fer his ward: I now view 
him in fo deſpicable a light, that I ſhall never again 
reſpect myſelf for having liſtened to his addreſſes. [Exit. 

Joſeph. Sir e all this—FHca- 


Sit Peter, That you are a villain—ard 10 P fu leave | 


you to your medgitarions 
 Foſeph. Nay, Sir Peter, you muft not Nd me- 
The man who ſhuts his ears againſt conviction— 
Sir Peter: Oh, damn your Grnlments.. damn. vour 
ſenti iments. Exit. Joſeph JONI 
" End of the FOURTH ACT, | 


| 
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t yen is my witneſs 
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5 c E N E 16 Sunrace” 8 Apartments, 
Enter Joskrn 1 85 RVANT. 


Jos ern. ; 
R. Stanley te ſhould you think ] would ſes 
Mr. Stanley ! you know well enough he comes 
intieating for ſomething. 

Servant, They let him in before I knew of it; 
and old Rowley is with him. 
Fo/epb. Pſhaw, you blockhead ; I am ſo diſtracted 
with my own misfortunes, I am not in a humour tg 
Iſpeak to any one—but ſhew the fellow up. [Exit Ser- 
g ia ant.] Sure fortune never played a man of my policy. 

ſuch a trick before - My character ruined with Sir Pe- 

ter—my hopes of Maria loll—I'm in a pretty humour 
enſey to iften to poor relations truly. —I ſhan't be able to 
8 | beſtow 


„6— —— * 
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beſtow even a benevolent ſentiment on old Stanley. 
Oh, here he comes; Pl retire, and endeavour to put 
a little charity 1 in my face however. © - Exit. 

; Enter Sir OL1vER and RowLEv. 

Sir Oliver. What, does he avoid aol That was 
him, was it not? 

FNeocbley. Yes, Sir; but his nerves are too e to 
bear the ſight of a poor relation: I ſhould have come 
firſt to break the matter to him. 

Sir Oliver. A plague of his neryes—yet this ig he 1 
whom Sir Peter extols as a man of a molt benevolent, 
way of thinking. 

Rowley. Yes—he has as much ſpeculative bene- 
valence as any man in the kingdom, though he 1s not 
ſo lenſual as to indulge himſelf in the exerciſe of it. 
Sir Oliver. Yet he has a filing of ſentiments, | 
ſuppoſe, at his fingers ends. - Y 

Rowley, And his favourite one is, That charity 
begins at home. 

Sir Oliver, And his, I preſume, i is of that Jome- 
ſtic ſort, which never ſtirs abroad at all. 

Rowley; Well, Sir, ll leave you to introduce 5 
yourſelf, as old Stanley; I muſt be heie 85 to 


WY a «4a 1 1 


0 . 


pay „ uy 


anounce you in your real character. | d 
#: Sir Oliver, True—and you'll afterwards meet me at I a 
Sir Peter s. n 


Rowley. Without loſing a moment. [Exit 1 
Sir Oliver. Here he comes] don't like the p 
eee of his features. 0 
Enter Jos EI. | 
Juoſepb. Sir, your moſt obedient ; I beg . for Y © 
keeping you a moment—Mr. Stanley, 1 ſuns T u 
Sir Oliver. At your ſervice, Sir. 
Jeſeph. Pray be ſeated Mr. Stanley, 1 intreat you, 


| Sir, a % 
Sir Oliver. "Dear Sir, there's no occaſion, Too I d 
ceremonious by half. IA, A 


Joeſepb. Though I have not the pleaſure of your. m 
_ acquaintance, I am very glad to ſee you look ſo well. 
— l think, Mr, Staaley, you was waar mne to of ct 


Si 


my Woher. 1 


1 
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Sir Oliver. I was, Sir; ſo nearly, that my preſent 
poverty I fear may do diſcredit to her wealthy children 3 
elſe I would not preſume to trouble you now. 
 Tofeph. Ah, ir, don't mention that—For the man 


who is in diſtreſs has ever a right to claim kindred 


with the wealthy; I am ſure wiſh 1 was of that 
number, or that it Was in my power: to afford you 
even a ſmall relief. 

Sir Oliver. If your anche Sir Oliver was here, I 


fhould have a friend. 5 
Joſepb. I wiſh he was Sir, you would not want an 


advocate with him, believe me. 


e dhe, ay dige 


would recommend me. But 1 imagined his W had 
enabled you to be the agent of his charities, 


Joſepb. Ah, Sir, you are miſtaken; avarice, 
avarice, Mr. Stanley, is the vice of age; to be ſure | 


it has been ſpread abroad that he has been very boun- 


tiful to me, but without the leaſt foundation, though 


I never ehuſe to contradict the report. 


Sir Oliver. And has he never remitted you bullion, 


rupees, or pagodas ? 


Foſeph. Oh, dear Sir, no fach thing. L haves in- 
deed received ſome trifling preſents from him, ſuch 
as ſhawls, \avadavats, and Indian crackets; nothing 


more, Sir. 


Sir Oliver. There's gratitude for twelve thouſand | 
pounds! (Afide) Shawls, avadavats, and Indian 


crackers ! 


Joſepb. Then there's my brother, Mr. Stanley ; 
one would ſcarce believe what I have done for that 
unfortunate young man, 


Sir Oliver. Not I for one. (Afide) 1 =o 


- Joſeph. Oh, the ſums I have lent him wel, 
t was an amiable weakneſs I muſt own I cant 


defend it, though it appears more blameable at preſent, 
as it prevents me from ſerving you, Mr. Stanley, as 


my heart direQy. 


Sir Oliver. Difſemblet=—{4/ide) bes you 
cannot aſliſt me. VE | 
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Jeſeph. 1 am very unhappy to fay it's not in my 
Power at preſent ; but you may depend upon hearing 
from me when I can be of any ſervice to you. | 
Sir Oliver, Sweet Sir you are too good. 
Joſeph. Not at all, Sir; to pity without the power 
to relieve, is ſtil more painful, than to aſk and be 
denied. Indeed, Mr. Stanley, you have me deeply 
affected. Sir, your moſt devoted; I wiſh you health 
11 8 N 
Sit Oliver. Your ever grateful and perpetual 
(bowing low) humble ſervant. 
Jiaſeph. 1 am extremely forry, Sir, for your mib 
fortunes — Here, open the door Mr. Stanley 
your matt dest ... EH 
Sir Oliver. Your moſt obliged ſervant. Charles 
Fou are my heir, e eee, ANG xt 
Jioſeph. This is another of the evils that attend a 
man's having ſo geod a character It ſubjets him to 
the importunity of the neceſlituous——the pure and 
Rerling ore of charity, is a very expenſive article in 
ihe catalogue of a man's virtues z whereas, the fen- 
timental French Plate I uſe, anſwers the purpoſe full 
2s well, and pays no tax. (Going) „ 
„% r 25 
Rowley. Mr. Sur face, your moſt obedient; I wait 
on you from your uncle who is juſt arrived. (Gives 
Dim @ note.) VVV 
Foſeph, How ! Sir Oliver arrived Here, Mt. 
call back Mr. Stanley, m. 
Ro vrdey. It's too late, Sir, I met him going out of 
the houſe. J Les Me Probe f e 
Jeſeph. Was ever any thing ſo unfortunate! (Aid 
I hope my uncle has enjoyed good health and 
. )))) ↄ˙ in He PERS. + 
5 Rowley, Oh, very good, Sir; he bid me inform 
you he'll wait on you within this half hour. 
nth Preſent him my kind love and duty, and 
aſſure him I'm quite impatient to ſee him, (Bewing.) 
Toſeph, Pray do, Sir, (bews)—This was the moſt 
cut ſed piece of ill luck, E 


—— — — Bn 


BCENE Sir pril Teants's Houſe. 


Enter Mrs, Canvovn an Mils | 


Mald. Indeed, Madam, my Lady wil ſee no one at 


preſent, | 


Mes. ae Did you tell her it Was her friend 


Mrs. Candour ? 
Maid, I did, Madam, and ſhe begs to be excuſed, 
Mrs. Candour. Go again, for I am fure ſhe muſt 
be greatly diſtreſſed. (Exit Maid) How provoking to 
be kept waiting—l am not miſtreſs of half the cir- 


cumſtances ->——[- ſhall have the whole affair in the 


news papers, with the parties. names at full length, 
before [ have dropped the ſtory at a dozen hon ſes. 
Enter Sir BENJAMIN BAcK EBIT E. 

Mrs. Candour. Oh, Sit Benjamin, I am glad you 


are come; have you heard. of Lady Teazle's affair ? 


Well, I never was ſo ſurprized—and [am ſo diſtreſſed 


for the parties, 


Sir Benjamin. FO ey I can t. ſay 1 pity Sir Peter, he FE 


was always ſo partial to Mr. Surface. 
Mrs. Candour. Mr. Surface! Why i it wan Chiles 


Sir Benjamin. Ob, 950 ne n eee Was 


the gallant. 


Mrs. Cindaur. No, Charles was the lover's ; _ 
Mr. Surface, to do him Juſtice, was the cauſe of the 


diſcovery : he brought Sir Peter; and=——— 


Sir Benjamin. Oh, my dear Madam, tak 


thing ; ; for I had it from one 
Mrs. Candour. Yes, and I had it from one, that 
had it from pne that knew 


. Benjamin. And I had it from one 


Mrs. Candour. No ſuch thing — But here comes 
my Lady Sneerwell, and perhaps ſhe ny 8 heard 
the Partisan. En 

88 ht SNEERWELL, 


1. Speerzell. Oh, dear Mrs Candour, here is a 
Gd affair about our friend Lady Teazle. it 
"2 — Mrs. 
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Mrs. Candour. Why, to be ſure poor thing, I an 
much. concerned for her. 

L. Sneerwell. I proteſt ſo am I=—=though ! muſt 
confeſs ſhe was always too lively for me. 
© Mrs. Candeur. But ſhe had a great deal of good · 
nature. 

Sir Benjamin, And had a very ready wit, 

Mrs. Candour. But do you know all the particu. 
lars. (To Lady Sneeræwell.) 


Sir Benjamin, Yet who could have ſuſpeRted Mr, 
Surface ? 


| Mrs. Candour. Charles you mean. 
Sir Benjamin, No, Mr. Surface, 
Mrs. Candour. Oh, bende 
I. Sneerweil, Charles 
= Mrs. Candour. Ves, Charles. 5 | 
F Sir Benjamin. Til not pretend to difpute with you, 
1 Mrs. Candour ; but be it as it mays hope Sir Peter's 
wounds won't prove mortal. 
Mrs. Candowr. Sir Peter's Gundel what! did they 
light! | never heard a word of that. 
Sir Benjamin, No! — 
Mrs. Candour. No! — 
L. Sneerawell, yer bs © ſyllable: Do, dear Sir Ben- 
jamin, tell us. 
Sir Benſamin. 7 dear madam, then you don t 
know half the . hy—why—Pil tell you 
dir Peter, you muſt know, fad Aa os. time ſuſpeRed 
F Lady Teazle's viſits to Mr. Surface. 
8 | Mrs. Candour, To Charles you mean. 

Sir Benjamin, No, Mr. Surface—and vpon going 
to his houte, and finding Lady Teazle there, Sit, ys 
Sit Peter, you are a very ungrateful fellow, N 

Mis. Candour. Aye, that was Charles. 

Sir Benjamin. Mt. Surface. — And old as I am, 
| ſays he, I demand immediate ſatisfadion: upon this, 

| they both drew their ſwords, and to it they fell, 
Wn - Mrs. Candour, That muſt be Charles, for it is very 
unlikely that Mr, ten ſhould bght, him in his own 
| houte. = 
ir 


r 
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1 body ſpeak but rnd Ned tell 90m how the 


Sit Benjamin. Sdeath, madam, not at all. Lady 


Tearle, u upon ſeeing: Sir Peter in ſuch danger, tan out 


* the room in ſtrong hy ſteries, and was followed by 
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Charles, calling: out for hattſhorn and water. They 


fought, and Sir Peter received a wound | in * right ſide 
by the thtuft of a ſmall ſword: - 


Enter eee i e 


" Crab tives: Piſtols! piſtols ! Nep bew. 


Mis. Candour. Oh, Mr, e am glad you | 
oy come; now we ithall have the whole affair. 


Sir Banjamin.: No, no, it was a ſmalb ſword, uncle. 
_ Crabtree, + Zounds, nephew, I fay it was a piſtol, 


guts. 21 fl 
Crabtree. A bullet lodged i in che thorax. 
Sir Benjamin. ; But give me leave, dear uncle, it 


: Was a a ſmall ſword. 
Crabtree, I tell you it was 1 viſtol—a<Won's 90 
ſuffet any body to know any thing but ee on 


was a piſtol, and Charles 53 10091012 
Mrs. Candour. Aye! | knew it was Charles. 
Sir Benjamin. Mr. Surface, uncle. 


Sir eee, KA thruſt! in ſecond through the {mall 


Crabtree, Why zounds, 1 ſay it was . hi 


whole affair was; 


. e 
Mrs, Candvur. 4. Ah do, do pray tell us. IJ : 


Sir Benjamin. 1 ſee ay uncle knows nothing lat all 


| about the matter. 1. 180 


| Crabtree, Mr. Surface you mut know, Padies, 


came late from Salt-hill, where he had been the Bech. 
ing before with a particular friend of his, who has a 
ſon at Eton; his piſtols were left on the deautead, and 


vofortunately.. e and on 8 Peter's . 


Sir Benjamin. Mr. Harfe your mean 


Crabtree. Do, pray, Nephew, hold your: tongue, 


and let me ſpeak ſometimes —I ſay, Ladies, up6n his 
| taking Charles to account, and hang Mur wird. ch / x 
| baſeſt ingratitude.— — „ 


Charles oC} fe 


} 


83 e — au 


|: 


r , 
— A 


; 
|. 


I 
| 
; 


| 
| 
| 


. 3 AAPL ts not nyo) neon on 
* as 9 A \ 1 $ 
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Sir Benjamin. Aye, Ladies, I told . Sir Peter 
taxed him with ingratitude. | 

Crabtree. They agreed each to ue 4 pid 
They fred at the ſame inſtant——Charles's ball took 


place, and lodged in the thorax. Sir Peter's miſſed, ' 
and what is very extraordinary, the ball grazed { 
 8;aiv ſt a little bronze Shakeſpeate that ſtood over the t 

chimney, fle w off through the window, at right angles, 
and wounded: the poſt man, who was juſt come to the ] 
| door with a double letter from Northamptonſhire. 
Sir Benjamin. I heard nothing of all this I muſt 1 


own, Ladies, my uncle's account is more circumſtan- 
tial, though I believe mine is the true one. 

L. Sneer well. I am more intereſted in this aft | 

than they imagine, and muft have better information. 5 

| [Afide, and Exit, 


| \ 
FF Sir Benjamin. Lady Sneerwell 8 alarm i is very yy 
B accounted for, 
A Crabtree. :. Why yes; they do fag—but that's \ 
neither here nor there. 
7 Mrs. Cundour. But pray Sbere is Sir Pe ter nor? { 
l hope his wound won't prove mortal. 
Crabtree. He was carried home immediately, and 
as given poſſitive orders to be denied to every body. 
1 dir Benjamin. And 1 believe Lady Teazle i is attend- 0 
| gag him. 
Mrs. Candeur. I do believe ſo too. 5 5 
Crablree. Certainly——1 met one n the faculty a as 
' came in. | i 
Sir Benjonia. Gad ſo! nnd here he c comes. 5 0 


| | Crabtree. Yes, yes, that's the Doctor. 
* Mrs. Candour. That certainly muſt be the ph 6 | \ 
R Nou we ſhall get information. a 
Enter Sir OLivER SURFACE, . „ ; 
Dear Doctor how 1s your patient ? 3 55 
Sir Benjamin. I hope his wounds are not mortal. 


1 Crabtret. Is he in a fair way of recovery 7; b 
1 Sir Benjamin. Pray, Doctor, was he not de 

ya truſt of a ſword through the ſmall guts ?? hk 

8 * Was it not by a bullet that lodged i in the ' 

bern 8 


"Sir 


Sit Benjamin Nay, pray anſwer me? 
Crabiree. Dear, dear Doctor ſpeak. 


(All pulling Vim.) 


Sir Oliver. Hey, hey, good people, are you all 
mad? Why what the devil is the matter A 


ſword through the ſmail guts, and a bullet lodged in 


the thorax ! What would you all be at ? 


Sir Benjamin. Then perhaps, Sir, you are not a 


Doctor. 


my degree, 

Crabtree. Oily a dener friend, I ſuppoſe. 
Sit Oliver. Nothing more, Sir. 

Sir Benjamin, Then ſuppoſe, as you are a friend, 


you can be better able to give us lome account of his 


wounds. 
Sir Oliver. Wounds! 
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Sit Oliver. If I am, Sir, I am to thank you for , 


Mrs. Candour. What ! havn't you heard be was | 


wounded—The ſaddeſt accident. 


Sir Benjamin. A thruſt with a bord through the 


ſmall guts. | 
Crabtree, A bulter i in the des 


Sir Oliver. Good people, ſpeak one at a time, I 


beſeech you. You both agree, that Sir Peter is 
dangerouſly wounded. | 
_ Crabtree. 


gir Benjamin. I Ay, ay, we both agree in that, 


Sir Oliver, Then I will be bold to fay, Sir Peter 
is one of the moſt imprudent men in world, for here he 


comes walking as if nothing had happened. 
Enter Sir PETER. 


My good friend, you are certainly mad to walk” 
about in this condition; you ſhould. go to bed, 
you that have had a ſword through your ſmall gute, 


and a bullet lodged in your thorax. 


Sir Peter. A ſword through my {ſmall guts, dl A 
bullet lodged in my thorax ! 


Sir Oliver. Yes, theſe worthy people would have 


killed you without law or phyſic, and wanted to dubb 
me a Doctor, in order to make me an accomplice. 
Sir Peter, TOE | is all this 
5 Sir 


1 12 7 1 2 4 8 2 
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FF find the (tory of the duel is not true. 
Crabtree. And exceedingly ' 10 your other 
miiskotrtunes. . 

- Sir Peter. So, fo, all over the town already, 


Mis. Candour. Though, 7 as Sir Peter was 9 good 
1 n huſband, I pity him ſincerely. ere” 
7 Sir Peter, Plague of your pity. | 


you was certainly to blame to marry at all, ... 


bn houſe _ 
Sir Be ami n. e you muſt not be cKended 
at the Jett; you'll meet on this occafion. 


Sir Peter, I inſiſt upon being maſter here; in plain 
terms I deſire you'll leave my kouſe immediately. 


if Mrs. Candeur. Well, well, Sir, we ate going, and 

vou may depend upon it, we wall make the beſt of the 

4 ſto > Exit. 

: Sir W at And ell how badly you have os 
treated. 


Sir Peter, Leave my houſe direRly.. 


Crabtree. And how patiently you bear it. 


= [Exit Crabtree. 
Sir Peter. Leave my houſe, I r Fade, * 


lies, there i is no bearing it! 5 4 5 
Enter RowLEy. 1 


Sir Ole” Well, Sir Peter, I have ſeen my Ne- 


"1 | Pugs 


ment is right after all. 
dir Oliver. Aye, Joſeph i is che man. 53 
Rewley. Such ſentiments. 


Fl 1 2G 
AIG. Ob. tis r ediicaion.to hear h him talk 


— 3217 


al Benjamin. Sir Peter, we are all very glad tg 


0 . Crabtree, As you continued ſo long a batchelor, 


Sir Peter. Sir, 1 deſite n conſider this is wy 


Crabtree, It is no uncommon caſe, that's one thing. 


[Exit Sir Ez 


Rowley. And Si Oliver i is convinced, Jour hz 


Sit Oliver. And acts up; to the. ſentiments he pro- 


* 


— — ed of 


ou. aa 
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Sir Oliver. He is a pattern for the young mem of 
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the oge.——But how comes it Sit Peter, that you don't 


join in his praiſes ? 


Sir Peter, Sir Oliver we live in a damned wicked 


world, and the fewer we praiſe the better, 5” 


Sir Oliver. Right, right, my old friend But was 
you always fo moderate in yout judgment? 


Rowley. Do you ſay ſo, Sir Peter, you who was 


never miſtaken in your life, 


* 


Sir Peter. Oh, plague 
you are acquainted with the whole affair. 


of your jokes] ſuppoſe 


* Rowley, I am indeed, ſir—I met Lady Teazle re-: 


turning from Mr. Surface's, ſo humbled, that ſhe deign d 


to beg even me to become her advocate. | 
Sir Peter. What! does Sir Oliver know it too? 
Sir Oliver. Aye, aye, every circumſtance. 
Sir Peter, What! about the cloſet and the ſcreen. 
Sir Oliver, Les, and the little French milliner too. 
I never laughed more in my life. — 
Sir Peter, And a very pleaſant jeſt it was. 


Sir Oliver, This is your man of ſentiment, Sir 


J _ 

Sir Peter. Oh, damn his ſentiments. - 
Sir Oliver. You muſt have made a pretty appeat- 

ance when Charles dragged you out of the cloſet. - 

Sir Peter, Yes, yes, that was very diverting. 


Sir Oliver. And, egad Sir Peter, 1 ſhould like to 
have ſeen your face when the ſcreen was thrown down. 


Sir Peter, My face when the ſcreen was thrown 


down! oh yes There's no bearing this. [Aſide. 
Sir Oliver. Come, come, my old friend, don't be 
vexed, for I can't help laughing for the ſou] of me. 


Ha! ha! ha! 


Sir Peter, Oh laugh on—I am not vexed—no, no, 8 
it is the pleaſanteſt thing in the world. To be the 
ſtanding jeſt of all one's acquaintance, 'tis the happieſt 


ſituation imaginable. 


Rowley, See, Sit, yonder's my Lady Teazle coming | N 
this way, and in tears, let me beg of you to be re- 


Sir 


oonciled. 
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eonciled, I ſhall be laughed at more than ever. 
- happy in ſpite of their ſlander. 


Y in the countty. 


; 


open, and waits your coming. 


Rowley, the looks this way—what a remarkable ele- 


| go to her. 


Gr 1 


0 1 n s 0 HOOI 


Sit Oliver. Well, well, I leave Rowley 10 me- 
diate between you, and take my leave; but you muft- 
make haſte after me to Mr. Surface's, where I go, if 
not to reclaim a iberrine, at 88 to 0 . 
| Zit 

Sir Peter. PII be ah you at the diſcovery; I 
ould like to ſee it, l it is a vile unlueky 'place 
far diſcoveries. Rowley, (looking mw) ſhe i is, not com- 
ing this way. | 
.\Rowley, No, Sir, but ſhe has left the room door 


„dir Peter. Well, certainly Stine tion i is vety be- | 
coming in-a-wife.—Don't you think [ had hath let Roy 
pine a little longer. 

Rowley, Oh, fir, that's being too ſevere... ER 5 

Sir Peter. I don't think ſo; the letter I faund _ 
from Charles was evidently intended for herr. 

Rowley. Indeed, Sir Peter, you are much miſtaken, 

Sir Peter. If I was convinced of that=ſee, Maſter 


gant turn of the head ſhe 1 have a good mind to 


Rowley, Do, dear fir. Id 
Sit Peter, But when it is knows that we are re · 


Rowley; Let them . on, and retort their ma- 
lice upon themſelves, by ſhewing them you can be 


Sir Peter. Faith and ſo I will, maſter Rowley, _ 
my Lady Teazle and ! * ſtill de the happieſt couple 


Rowley, O (ye, Sir Peter, be that lays aſide ſuſ- 
picion | 


Sir Peter. My dens Rowley, if you have any re- 
& gard for me never let me hear you utter any thing like 
| ſentiment again; 1 have had enough of that to laſt. 
me the remainder of my ee. | — [Exeunt. 


SCENE. 
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1 N Irapoſſible! will not Sir Peter be 
T immediately | reconciled to Charles, and no longer * 
poſe his union with Maria. 
Joſeph. Can paſſion mend 5 5 
IL. Sneeravell. No, nor cunning neither. I was a 
fool to league with ſuch a blunderer. 
Foſeph. Sure, my Lady Sneerwell, 1am the great- 
eſt ſuſferer in this affair, and yet, you Tee, I bear it 
with calmoeſs. 8 
A L. Sneerwell. Becauſe the diſappointment does nat 
| each: your heart; your intereſt only was concerned. 
Had you felt for Maria, what I do for that unfortunate 


i libertine your brother, you would not be diſſuaded 
| from taking every revenge in your power, 

. Joſeph. Why will you rail at me for the diſap- 
5 pointment. | 


I.. Sneerwell. Are you not we cauſe Had you 
not a ſufficient field for your roguety in impoſing npan 
Sir Peter, and ſupplanting your brother, but you muſt | 
endeavour to ſeduce his wife, I tate ſuch an avarice | 
of crimes ; *tis an unfair monopoly, and never proſpers. 


: Joſeph. Well, I own I am to blame! have de- | 
1 viated from the direct rule of wrong. Yet, I cannot | 
08 think circumſtances are hed dad as Jour e apy 4 
5 nn 2 oe = 
"WE I. Sneernawell. No! 1 e 34 ; 


Fofeph.” Lou tell me you live SIE another trial '1 
of Snake, that he ſtill proves ſteady to our intereſt, 


and that he is ready, if occaſion requires, to ſwear to 2 

1 3 kaving” paiſed. between Charles and To | ] 

4 155 Sneerwell. And what then? 1 +] 
4 15 ofeph, Why, the letters which have been fo © cares Wi 

E fully eirculated, will corroborate his evidence, and | 


{ 
; [ 3 
2 ; 


prove 1 reaped dna But! I TO. 17 
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cle every moment, {wad muſt beg your Lie to te 
tire into the next room. 
I. Sneerwell. But if he ſhould find you out, 
- MW; Joſepb. 1 have no fear of that — Sit Peter won't tell 
for his own fake, and I Gall ſoon find out Sir Oliver's 
| | weak fide. 
5 : RR Sneerwell. Nay, 1 have no doubt of your abi- 
r lities, only be conſtant to one villainy at a time. 
Jiuſeob. Well, I will, I will.— [Exit Lady Sneer- 
oel lt i is confounded hard though, to be baited by 
one's confederates in Sies knockin g Who 
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'} Have we got here? My uncle Oliver, I . 
8 ; 2 — in! How came he * He muſt not 
1 F Enter bir . 
1 * I told you already, Mr. Stanley, that it was not in my 
% power to relieve you. 
1% Sir Oliver. But I hear, fir, that Sir Oliver is ar- 
tived, and perhaps he might, _ 
Foſeph. Well, fir ; you cannot ſtay now, fir but 
any other time fir, ou ſhall certainly be relieved. 
Sir Oliver. Oh, Sir Oliver and I muſt be acquainted. 
a Jets. i wuſt infift upon your going. THONG 
Stanley, you can't ſlay; | 
Sir wh. hen poſi y I myſt ſee Sir Oliver. 
oſep oſitivel ou ſhan't ſta 
72 . 2s . [Putin bim our. 
Enter Cranrne; 555 
Chartes, Hey day ! what's the matter? Why, who 
the devil have we got here? What, my liitle Pre- 
mium. Oh, brother, you muſt not hurt my little 
| broker, But hark ye, Joſeph, what bave you been 
| borrowing money too. 
Joſeph. Borrowing money! no brother-—»We 
expect my uncle Oliver here every minute, and A. 6 
| . Stanley inſiſts upon ſeeing him. | ? 
Charles. Stanley! Why his name is Premium. 
Fo Loſe eph. No, 4 I tell you bis name is Stanley. 
Charles, But I tell yon again his name is Premium; 
 Toſeph. It don't ſignif! what his name is. 
; You more it den n as * ſay brother, for 
90! ſuppole 


character of old Stanley could not protect you. 
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1 ſuppoſe. he goes by half a hundred names, belides | 

A. B. at the coffee-houſes. But old Noll muſt not 

come and catch my little broker here neither, TR 
Joſeph. Mr. Stanley, I beg 1 
Charles. And I beg, Mr. Premium 
Joſeph. You muſt go indeed, Mr. "OY 


Charles. Ave, you muſt go Mr. Premium. 
(Both puſhing him _ 
Enter Sir Peres, Lady TEAZLE, MARITA and | 


_RowLEvy. 


Fir Peter. What, my old friend Sir Oliver! what's | 


the matter? In the name of wonder were there 
ever two fork ungracious Ns to aſſault their | 
uncle at his firſt viſit. j 
I. Teasle. On my word, Sir, it was well we came 
to your reſcue. | „„ 

Joſeph. Charles! e 1 

Charles. Joſeph ! | e * | 

- Joſe eph. Now our ruin is complete. | 

Charles, Very! IF ow 
Sir Peter. Yau find, Sir Oliver, your neceſſitous 


— 
— 
— 


[ —— 


Sir Oliver, No! nor Premium neither. The 
neceſſities of the former could not extract a ſhilling 
from that benevolent gentleman there ; and with the 


other I ſtood a worſe: chance than my anceſtors, and |. 
had like to have been knocked dawn without being bid 


for, Sir Peter, my friend, and Rowley, look upon 


that elder nephew of mine; you both know. what 
] have done for him, and how gladly I would have 


looked upon half my fortune as held only in truſt for 
him. Judge then, of my ſurpriſe and diſappointment, * 
at finding him deſtitute of truth, charity, and gra 5 


titude. 


ou, if I did not already Know him to be artful, 
gell, and hypocritical. 


1 7 eagle. And if he pleads n not ouilty to all this, | 
let him ny on me. to finiſh his character, 


Sir Peter. Sir Oliver, 1 ſhould be as much farpiifed F 


Maas. | 


* v7 NY N 


Fs 38 rut se b. 
18 Sir Peter. Then 1 believe. we need not add more; 
= for. if he knows himſelf, it will be a ſufficient Am 
ment for him that he is Kaen by the world. 

3 Charles, If they talk this way to bonelly, 8 5 


'F | wil they ſay to me by and by. [Afide, 
3 | Sir Gas As for that profligate there- | 
7 ? 7 pointing to Charles * 
I 2 Charter... 1 5 now comes my turn; the damn'd 
family pitures will ruin me. Ft 3 Te 
J | Jeſep h. Sir Oliver, will you honour me with a 


bearing P14 4s, 
+ Charles. Now if 80 would hho one of his 
long ſpeeches, 1 thould have time to recollect myfelf. 
: Aide. 
—_—— r' er. 1 ud you would undercake to 
| Juſtiſy „nn ſelf entirely. 5 i * 
Joſefl I truſt I could, fir, | 
Dir ever. Pfſhaw; (turns away from bas) ard 1 
' ſuppoſe you could juſtify. youileif too. (To Cry.) 
a Charles; Not that I know of, Sir. | 
Sit Oliver, What, my little Premium was ler too 
3 wel into the ſectet! 
| - Charles, Why yes, fir; but they were family ſe 
3 ere. and ſhould gu no further. 
Rowley, Come, come, Sir Oliver, I am ſure you 
canngt look vpon Charles's follies with anger. 
F Sir Oliver. No, nor with gravity neither. Do 
vou know, vir Peter, the young rogue has been; ſelliog 
mie his anceſtors: ] have bought judges and ſtaff-offi- 
| <ers by tie foot, and des aunts as Cheap as old 
FF whim. (During tbis ſpeech, Charles laughs behind bis 
11 . 47 OE. £16 9 
3 Charles. Why, that I have made free with the 1 
my canvas is true, my arceftors may riſe in judgment 
ag uaſt me, there's no denying it; but believe me when 
1 tell you (and upon wy ſou] 1 weuld: not ſay it, if it 
"was not fo) if I don't appear mortifed at the expoſure 
of my follies, it is, becauſe I'ſeel at this moment the 
warmeſt ſatisfiQtion, at lecing vou, my like en | 
eber. (Embraces him.) | 
3p Oliver. Charles, I forgive you; ive me | tos 
an 
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hand again, the little ill looking fellow over the ſetiee b 
has made your peace for op. 

Charles. Then, lir, my. gratituce to the original is 
lil incteaſed. 

L. Teasle. Sir Oliver, here i is dir wick: whom 


I dare ſay Charles is no lefs anxious to be reconciled 


Sir Oliver, 1 have heard of that attachment as | 


fore, and with the lady 8 leave — if | conſtrue 9 | 


that blu 
_ Sir Peter, Well, child, ſpeak for yourſslf,- 
Maria. | have little more to ſay, than that I with. 


kim happy, and for any influence I might once have | 
had over his affectious, I moſt willingly d them to 
oue who has a better claim to them. 

Sir Peter. Hey! what's the matter now? While he (8 
was a Take and a profligate, you would hear of no bo- 
dy elſe; and now that he is likely to tefo in, you 


won't have him. What's the meaning of all this? 
Maria. His own heart, and Lady Sacetwe ell, can 


beſt inform you. EY . 


Charles. Lady Sheerwell | Bo 
Joſeph. I am very ſorry, W I am obliged. to 


ſpeak to this point, but juſtice demands it flom me; 
and . Sneerwell's wrongs can no longer. be en- 
cealed. | 


Enter Lady Snarawt Lb; 


Sir Peter, Another French milliner |—I believe he _ 
has one in every room in the houſe, 
L. Sneerwell, Ungrateſal Charles! well you may 


ſeem confounded and furprized, at the indelicate 1:2» 
tion to which your perfidy has reduced me, 


_ Charles, Pray uncle is this another of mo plots 1 
for, as 1 live, this is the firſt I ever heard © it. 
%%, There is but one wanels, [ e e, ne- 


ce ary to the buſineſfſss. 
Sir Peter. And that witneſs is Mr. Shakes 


0 


were perfectly in the right in bros iog him wich „ou. 


Let him appear. 
Ro oley. Deſire Mr. Snake to walk in. cls] is la: hat, 


unlucky, Madam, that he ſhould he brought to con- 


"Ry aud not N your RAYS: 
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16 | "Enter ie a 
32 . 15 Ct Tam furprized ! what, ſpeak nn! 
ba ve you too conſpired againſt me? 
+ | Snake. I beg your Ladyſhip ten thouſand pardons j 
muſt own you paid me very liberally for the Ag 2; 
| queſtionf, but I have unfortunately been N dou- 40 
ble for ſpeaking the truth. 
Sir Peter, Plot and counter-plot—T give your Lady- 
ip much joy of your negociation. 
5 L. Sneerwell, May the torments of deſpair nd 
diſappointment light upon you all. (Going) 
I. Teazle. Hold, Lady Sneerwell ; before you go, 
give me leave to return you thanks, for the trouble you 
and this gentleman took, in writing letters in my name 
to Charles, and anſwering them yourfelf ;—and, at the 
ſame time, I muſt beg you will preſent my compli- 
ments to the ſcandalous college, of which you are pre- 
ident, and inform them, that Lady Teazle, licentiate, 
returns the diploma they granted her, as ſhe leaves off 
prackice, and kills characters no longer. 5 
L. Sneerwe!l, You too, madam! Provoking In- 
1 ſolent may your huſband live theſe fifiy ay 12 
1 e 
Ti: 4. 7 eazle. Oh lord——what a malicious ee 
RF! it is! * i E 
di Nice. Not for her laſt wiſh 1 hope, 
ot I. Teasle. Oh, no; no, ad. | +. 
„ Sir Peter. Well, Sir what have you to r 
0 for yourſelf ? (70 Toſeph). : 
F . Foſeph. Sir, I am fo confounded that Lady Sneer- 4 
[| well iould impoſe upon us all, by ſuboruing Mr. 
ö Þ Snake, that I know not what to ſay——but leſt. 
her malice ſhould prompt her to hir my brother—— 
I had better follow her.. f Exit. 
b |. Sir Peter, Moral to the aft; © inks 
þ Sir Oliver. Marry her, Joſeph, marry her if you 
þ 


Bos. "Ap SE SES. 1 wa 
P 


r OO I > ORIG 5 
3 : — : 
r — , 


2 FN * N 8 a 
* — . — , . 
' — —_ n e > 2 . 
* . : 7 / 2 l 


can Oil and Vine ar—you'll do very well together, 
Rowley. Mr. Snail ce, believe, we have no further 

en for you. 
Snake. Before 1 80, mut beg pardon of bee 
N * 


er erer 


pot Jadies and gentlemen, for whatever trouble 1 have 
been the humble inſtrument of cauſing. 


Sir Peter. You have made amends by your open | 


con feſſion. 


Snake, But I muſt beg it as a favour that i it may a 


never be ſpoke of. 


Sir Peter. © What! are you alkatned of baving done 
one good action in your life. | 

| Snake, Sir, I requeſt you to conſider that J live by | 
the badneſs of my character, and if it was once known | 
mat I had been betrayed into an honeſt action, 1 


ſhould looſe every friend I have in the world. [EEæit. 


Sir Oliver, Never fear, we ſhan't traduce you by 
ſaying any thing in your praiſe, 


Sir Peter, There's a ſpecious rogue for you. 
IL. Teagle. You fee, Sir Oliver, it needed no great 


| perfuaſion to reconcile your nephew and Maria. | 
Sir Oliver. So much the better, Ill have the 


wedding to-morrow morning. 


Sir Peter. What, before you alk the girl's confent. p 
Charles, I have done that a long time ſince 


above a minute ag0o——and ſhe look d 


Maria, O fie, Charles] proteſt, ir Peter, 
there has not been a word ſaid. | 
Sir Oliver. Well, well, the leſs the better (joining 


their hands) there——and may your love never Know 


| abatement, ” 


Sit Peter. And may you live as hapy 17 rogerher, 
as Lady Teazle and 1 Ag 5 | 


infend to do, 
Charles. I ſuſpect, Rowley, I owe much to Jou. 
Sir Oliver. You do indeed. 


| Rowley, Sir, if I had tailed in my endeavours to 
ſerve-you, you would have been indebted to me for the 
attempt. But deſerve. to be happy, and you overpay 


me, 


Sir Peter. Ay, inal Rowley always ſaid you 
would reform. 


Charles, Look ye, Sir Peter, as to reforming, I hall 


make no promiles, and that [ take to de the Arongeit 


Proof that 1 iatend en about it. But here ſhall be 


my 45 
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my monitor, my gentle guide — Can I leave the 


Though thou, dear maid, ſhou'd' 


———— r 


a 9 * 


vittuous path thoſe eyes illumine? 


ave thy beauty' 


way, | 
Thou ſtill muſt 5; 4 becauſe I wil! obey ; 
An humble fugitive from folly view, + 

No fanftuary near but love—and you. 
Vou can, indeed, each anxious ſear remove, 
For even ſcandal diez————if you approve. 
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Written by MR. COLMAN. 
Spoken in the character of Lavy TEeazLY, 


J Who was late ſo volatile and gay, 

Like a trade-wind muſt now blow all one wayz _ 
Bend all my cares, my fludies, and my v2ws, 5 
To one old ruſly weather cock—my ſpouſe ; 5 
$9 wills our virtuous bard—the pye-balld Bayes 
Of crying epilogues and laughing plays, 8 
Old batchelars, who marry ſmart young wives, 
Learn from our play to regulate your lives! | 
Each bring his dear to town—all faults upon her — 
London will prove the very ſourre of honour; 
Plung'd feirly in, like a cold-bath;- it ſerves, 
Iilhen principles relax—to brace the nerves, 

Such is my caſe—and yet I muſt deplore 

That the gay dream of dijſipation's ver ; 

And ſay, ye fair, was ever lively wife, 

Born with a genius for the highe/t life, 

Like me, untimely blafted in her bloom; 


Like me, condemn'd to ſuch a diſmal doom; 8 
Save money—when | juft knew how lo waſte it: 
Leave London—juſt as | began to taſte it! Y ; 
Muſt I then watch the early crow¾ing cock? 
The melancboly ticking of a clock? 1 


In the lone ruſlic hall for ever pounded, 


With dogs, cats, rats, and ſqualling brats ſurrounded ® ©. 
With humble curates can I now retire, | 5 


(While good Sir Peter booges with the f[quire). "4 
And at back-gammeon martify my foul, _ SE 
That pants for Lu, or flutters at aVole® _ 5 


Leſt at bot-cockles round a Chriſtmas fire ! 

The tranſient hour of faſhion too ſoon ſpent, 

' Farewel the tranquil mind, farewel content > 
6’»vᷣ'¾% ye ny « Farewel--. 


— 


Seven's the main [dear ſound that muſt expire, 
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. fare we the plumed head — the cuſtion'd 18te, . 
1 That takes the cuſhion from its proper ſeat! +. 

The ſpiritiſlirring drum !—card drums I mean 

' Spadille, odd Trick, Pam, Baſto, King and Queen ! 

© And you, ye knockers, that with brazen throat, 

&© The welcome wifitor's approach denote, 

Farewell l- All quality of high renown, , _ 

Pride, pomp and circumflance of glorious town, 

% Farewel !—your revels I partake . bre 

| And Lady Teazel's occupation oer!!! 

I Al his I told aur bard, he e d,- and ſaid, g 

1 e 

T ought to play "deep *fragedy next year . 

Mean while he drew wiſe morals from His play, 

And in theſe ſolemn periods tall d away. _ | 

; *% Bleft avere the fair, libr you her faulis who fu, 1 
% And closd her follies when the curtain. dr opt 7 
No more in vice or error 10 engage, 


4. Or 1 the Og as 878 on . 5 8 Jage py ; 8 
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